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TO     HIS     GRACE 

THOMAS     HOLLES 

DUKE    of   NEWCASTLE. 


MY    LORD, 

HAD  I  the  honour  of  being  perfonally  known  to 
your  Grace,  I  had  not  thus  prefumptuouily 
addreffed  you,  without  previous  folicitation  for  fo  great 
an  indulgence.  But  that  your  Grace  may  neither  he 
iurprifed  nor  offended  at  the  liberty  I  am  taking,  my 
plea  is,  that  the  great  and  good  Man,  v/hofe  name  is 
prefixed  to  the  nril  of  thefe  poems,  was  a  friend  and 
benefadlor  to  me.  The  favours  I  have  received  at  his 
hands,  and  the  kind  afTurances  he  was  pleafed  to  give 
me  of  their  continuance,  which  his  death  only  pre- 
vented, have  left  me  to  lament  my  own  private  lofs 
amidft  the  general  concern.  It  is  from  thefe  favours 
and  affurances  that  I  flatter  myfelf  with  having  a  kind 
of  privilege  to  addrefs  your  Grace  upon  this  occafion, 
and  to  entreat  your  patronage  of  the  following  fheeti: 
I  pretended  to  no  merit  with  Mr.  Pelham,  except  that 
of  honouring  his  virtues,  and  wilhing  to  have  been  fer-. 
viceable  to  them  :  I  pretend  to  no  other  with  your 
Grace.  My  hopes  are,  that  while  you  are  fulfilling 
every  generous  intention  of  the  brother  whom  yon 
B  2  lovcd^ 
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loved,  your  Grace  will  not  think  me  unworthy  of  fome' 
fmall  fhare  of  that  notice,  with  wliich  he  was  once 
pleafed  to  honour  me. 

I  will  not  detain  your  Grace  to  echo  back  the  voice 
of  a  whole  people  in  favour  of  your  juft  and  prudent 
adminiftration  of  public  affairs.  That  the  falutary 
meafures  you  are  purfuing  may  be  as  produdtive  of 
tranquillity  and  honour  to  your  Grace,  as  they  are 
of  happinefs  to  thefe  kingdoms,  is  the  fmccre  wiih  of. 

My  Lord, 
Your  Grace's 
moft  humble, 
moil  obedient, 
and 
moft  devoted  Servant, 


Tnlly-s  Head,  Pall-Mali,  EDWARD  MOORE. 

Feb.  26, 17560 
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PREFACE. 


'OST  of  the  following  poems  have  already  made 
their  appearance  in  detached  pieces  ;  but  as 
many  of  them  were  printed  without  a  name,  I  was  ad- 
vifed  by  Tome  particular  friends  to  colledl  them  into  a 
volume,  and  publifh  them  by  fubfcription.  The  pain- 
ful talk  of  foliciting  fiich  a  fubfcription  was  chiefly  un- 
dertaken by  thofe  friends,  and  with  fuch  fpirit  and 
zeal,  that  I  (hould  be  greatly  wanting  in  gratitude,  if  I 
neglefted  any  opportunity,  either  public  or  private,  of 
makii:g  them  my  mo  ft  fmcere  acknowledgements.  I 
am  alfo  obliged  to  a  very  valuable  friend  in  Ireland 
for  a  confiderable  number  of  fubfcribers  in  that  king- 
dom, a  lift  of  whofe  names  I  have  not  been  favoured 
with,  and  for  which  I  was  defired  not  to  delay  pubii- 
(Cation.  I  mention  this  feeming  negleft,  that  my  friends 
on  that  fide  the  water  may  not  accufe  me  of  any  dif- 
refped:. 

Such  as  the  work  now  is,  I  fubmit  it  to  the  public. 
Defefts  in  it  there  are  many,  which  I  have  wanted  both 
time  and  abilities  to  amend  as  I  could  wiih.  Its  merit 
(if  it  has  any,  and  I  may  be  allowed  to  name  it)  is  its 
being  natural  and  uiiafreded,  and  tending  to  promote 
B  3  virtu? 
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virtue  and  good-humour.  Thofe  parts  of  it  that  have 
been  puhlifiied  fmgly,  had  the  good  fortune  to  pleafe  ; 
thofe  tiiat  are  now  added  will,  I  hope,  be  no  difcredit 
to  them.  Upon  the  whole,  I  have  fent  this  my  ofF- 
fpring  into  the  world  in  as  decent  a  drefs  as  I  was  able  : 
a  legitimate  one  I  am  fure  it  is  ;  and  if  it  fhould  be 
thought  defeftive  in  ftrength,  fpirit,  or  vigour,  let  it 
be  confidered  that  its  father's  marriage  with  the  Mufes, 
like  moll  other  marriages  into  that  noble  family,  was 
more  from  neceffity  than  inclination. 
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DISCOVERY: 

A    N 

ODE 

TO    THE     RIGHT     HONOURABLE 

HENRY      P  E  L  H  A  M. 

Vir  bonus  eft  quis  ?  Hor. 


I. 

'  AKE  wing,  my  mufe  !  from  Ihore  to  Ihorc 
Fly,  and  that  happy  place  explore 

Where  Virtue  deigns  to  dwdl ; 
If  yet  file  treads  on  Britifh  ground. 
Where  can  the  fugitive  be  found. 

In  city,  court,  or  cell  ? 

II. 

Not  there,  where  wine  and  frantic  mirth 
Unite  the  fenfua!  fons  of  earth 

In  Pleafure's  thoughtlefs  train; 
Nor  yet  where  fanftity's  a  fiiow. 
Where  fouls  nor  joy  nor  pity  know 

For  human  biifs  or  pain. 

B  4  III.  He 
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III. 

Her  fecial  heart  alike  difowns 

The  race,  who  Ihunning  crowds  and  thrones, 

In  fliades  fequefter'd  doze  ; 
Whofe  floth  no  generous  care  can  wake^ 
Who  rot  like  weeds  on  Lethe's  lake. 

In  fenfelefs,  vile  repofe. 

IV. 
With  thefe  fhe  Ihuns  the  faftious  tribe^ 
Who  fpurn  the  yet  unofFer'd  bribe. 

And  at  corruption  lour  ; 
Waiting  till  Diicord  Havock  cries. 
In  hopes,  like  Catiline,  to  rife 

On  anarchy  to  pow'r  ! 

V. 

Ye  Wits,  who  boaft  from  ancient  times^ 
A  right  divine  to  fcourge  our  crimes. 

Is  it  with  you  fhe  rells  ? 
No.     Int'rell,  flander  are  your  views. 
And  Virtue  now,  with  every  mufe. 

Flies  your  unhallow'd  brcaits. 

VI. 

There  was  a  time,  I  heard  her  fay. 
Ere  females  were  feduc'd  by  play. 

When  Beauty  was  her  throne  ; 
But  now,  where  dwelt  the  Soft  Defires, 
The  Furies  light  forbidden  lires. 

To  Love  and  Her  unknown. 


VIL  From 
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VII. 
From  thefc  th'  indignant  goddefs  flies. 
And  where  the  fpires  of  Science  rile, 

A  while  R;{pcnds  her  wing  ; 
But  pedant  Pride  and  Rage  are  there. 
And  Fadlion  tainting  all  the  air. 

And  pois'ning  every  fpring. 

VIII. 
Long  through  the  (ky's  wide  pathlefs  way 
The  mufe  obi'erv'd  the  wand'rer  ftray. 

And  mark'd  her  laft  retreat ; 
O'er  Surrey's  barren  heaths  fhe  flew, 
Defcending  like  the  filent  dew 

On  Eflier's  peaceful  feat. 

IX. 
There  fhe  beholds  the  gentle  Mole 
His  penflve  waters  calmly  roll, 

Amidft  Elyfian  ground  : 
There  through  the  windings  of  the  grove 
She  leads  her  family  of  Love, 

And  Ih-ews  her  fweets  around. 

X. 

I  hear  her  bid  the  Daughters  fair 
Oft  to  yon  gloomy  grott  repair. 

Her  fecret  fteps  to  meet  ; 
Nor  Thou,  flie  cries,  thefe  fhades  forfake. 
But  come,  lov'd  Confort,  come  and  make 

The  hufljand's  blifs  complete. 
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XI. 
Yet  not  too  much  the  foothing  eafe 
Of  rural  indolence  fhall  pleafe 

My  PeUiam's  ardent  breafl; ; 
The  man  whom  Virtue  calls  her  own 
Muft  Hand  the  pillar  of  a  throne. 

And  make  a  nation  bleft. 

XII. 
Pelham  !  'tis  thine  with  temp'rate  zeal 
To  guard  Biitannia's  public  weal, 

Attack'd  on  every  part  : 
Her  fatal  difcords  to  compofe. 
Unite  her  friends,  difarm  her  foes. 

Demands  thy  head  and  heart. 

XIII. 
When  bold  Rebellion  {hook  the  land. 
Ere  yet  from  William's  dauntlefs  hand 

Her  barbarous  army  fled  ; 
V/h^-n  Valour  droop'd,  and  Wifdcm  fcar'd. 
Thy  voice  expiring  Credit  heard. 

And  rais'd  her  languid  head. 

XIV. 
Now  by  thy  ftrong  afiifdng  hand, 
Fix'd  on  a  rock  I  fee  her  ftand, 

Againft  whofe  folid  feet. 
In  vain,  through  every  future  age. 
The  loudeft,  moft  tempeftuous  rage 

Of  angry  v/ar  fhall  beat. 

XV.  And 
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XV. 
And  grieve  not  if  the  fons  of  Strife 
Attempt  to  cloud  thy  fpotlefs  life. 

And  fhade  its  brighteft  fcenes  ; 
Wretches,  by  kindnefs  unfubdu'd. 
Who  fee,  who  fhare  the  common  good. 

Yet  cavil  at  the  means. 

XVI. 

Like  thefe,  the  metaphylic  crew. 
Proud  to  be  fingular  and  new. 

Think  all  they  fee  deceit ; 
Are  warm'd  and  cherifh'd  by  the  day. 
Feel  and  enjoy  the  hcav'niy  ray. 

Yet  doubt  of  light  and  heat. 
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O  F 

SELIM     THE     PERSIAN*, 

FOR       PIVERS 

HIGH   CRIMES    AND   MISDEMEANORS, 

HE  court  was  met ;  the  pris'ner  brought ; 
The  counfel  with  inftrudtions  fraught  i 
And  evidence  prepar'd  at  large. 
On  oath,  to  vindicate  the  charge. 

But  firft  'tis  meet,  where  form  denies 
Poetic  helps  of  fancy'd  lies. 
Gay  metaphors,  and  figures  fine. 
And  fimilies  to  deck  the  line  ; 
'Tis  meet  (as  v/e  before  have  faid) 
To  call  defcription  to  our  aid. 

Begin  we  then  (as  firft  'tis  fitting) 
With  the  three  Chiefs  in  judgment  fitting. 

*  George  Lyttelton,  Efq.  afterwards  Lord  Lyttelton.  Tlit 
Perfian  Letters  of  this  nobleman  were  written  under  the  cha- 
raft  er  of  Selim,  which  occafioned  Mr.  Moore  to  give  him  tlie 
fame  nains  i  n  this  poem. 

Above 
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Above  the  reft,  and  in  the  chair. 

Sat  Faction  with  diiTcmbled  air; 

Her  tongue  was  Ccill'd  in  fpecious  lies. 

And  murmurs,  whence  dlfientions  rife  j 

A  fmiling  mafic  her  features  veil'd. 

Her  form  the  patriot's  robe  conceai'dj 

With  ftudy'd  blandifliments  flie  bow'd. 

And  drew  the  captivated  crowd. 

The  next  in  place,  and  on  the  right. 

Sat  Envy,  hideous  to  the  iight; 

Her  fnaky  locks,  her  hollow  eyes. 

And  haggard  form  forbad  difguife  j 

Pale  difcontent  and  fullen  hate 

Upon  her  wrinkled  forehead  fat ; 

Her  left-hand,  clench'd,  her  cheek  fullain'd> 

Her  right   (with  many  a  murder  ftain'd) 

A  dagger  clutch'd,  in  aft  to  ftrike. 

With  ilarts  of  rage,  and  aim  oblique. 
Laft  on  the  left  was  Clamour  feen^ 

Of  ftature  vail,  and  horrid  mien  ; 

With  bloated  cheeks,  and  frantic  eyes. 

She  fent  her  yellings  to  the  flcies ; 

Prepar'd  with  trumpet  in  her  hand, 

I'o  blow  fedition  o'er  the  land. 

With  thefe,  four  more  of  lefler  famcy 

And  humbler  rank,  attendant  came  ; 
I  Hypocrify  with  fmiling  grace, 
I  And  Impudence  with  brazen  face, 
;  Contention  bold,  with  iron  lungs. 

And  Slander  with  her  hundred  tongues* 
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The  walls  in  fculptur'd  tale  were  rich. 
And  ftatues  proud  (in  many  a  nich) 
Of  chiefs,  who  fought  in  Faction's  caufe. 
And  periih'd  for  contempt  of  laws. 
The  roof  in  vary'd  light  and  fhade. 
The  feat  of  Anarchy  difplay'd. 
Triumphant  o'er  a  falling  throne 
(By  emblematic  figures  known) 
Confufion  rag'd,  and  Lull  obfcene. 
And  E.iot  with  diflemper'd  mien. 
And  Outrage  bold,  and  mifchief  dire^ 
And  Devaftation  clad  in  fire. 
Prone  on  the  ground  a  martial  maid 
Expiring  lay,  and  groan'd  for  aid ; 
Her  fhield  '.vith  many  a  ftab  was  pierc'd. 
Her  laurels  torn,  her  fpear  revers'd; 
And  near  her,  crouch'd  amidft  the  fpoils, 
A  lion  panted  in  the  toils. 

With  look  compos'd  the  pris'ner  llcod. 
And  modeft  pride.     By  turns  he  view'd 
The  court,  the  counfel,  and  the  crowd. 
And  with  fubmifllve  rev'rence  bow'd. 

Proceed  we  now,  in  humbler  Itrains, 
And  lighter  rhymes,  with  what  remains. 

Th'  indiftment  grievoufly  fet  forth. 
That  Selim,  loil  to  patriot  worth, 
(In  company  with  one  Will  Pitt  *, 
And  many  more,  not  taken  yet) 

*  Afterwards  Earl  of  Cliatliam. 


In 
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In  Forty-five,  the  royal  palace  * 
Did  enter,  and  to  ftame  grown  callous. 
Did  then  and  diere  his  faith  forfake. 
And  did  accept,  receive,  and  take, 
Witli  mifchievous  intent  and  bafe. 
Value  unknown,  a  certain  place. 

He  was  a'  fecond  time  indicted. 
For  that,  by  evil  zeal  excited. 
With  learning  more  than  layman's  Ihare, 
(Which  parfons  want,  and  he  might  fpare) 
In  Letter  to  one  Gilbert  Weft  f. 
He,  the  faid  Selim,  did  atteft. 
Maintain,  fupport,  and  make  aiTertion 
Of  certain  points,  from  Paul's  converiion. 
By  means  v.'hereof  the  faid  apofUe 
Did  many  an  unbeliever  joftie. 
Starting  unfalhionable  fancies, 
And  building  truths  on  known  romances. 

A  third  charge  ran,  that  knowing  well 
Wits  only  eat  as  pamphlets  fell. 
He,  the  faid  Selim,  nor.vithllanding. 
Did  fall  to  anfw^ring,  fhaming,  branding 
Three  curious  Letters  to  the  Whigs  J ; 
Making  no  reader  care  three  figs 

*  Mr.  Lyitelton  was  appointed  a  Lord  of  the  Treafury  25111 
Dec.  1744. 

f  Entided,  ••'  Obfen'ations  on  the  Converfion  and  Apoftle- 
ihip  of  St.  Paul.    In  a  Letter  to  Gilbert  Weft,  £fq."  8vo.  1747. 

%  Entitiiled,  "  Three  Letters  to  the  Whigs  j  occafioned  by 
«hs  Letter  to  the  Tories."  Svo.  174S. 

For 
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For  any  fafts  contain'd  therein  5 

By  which  urxharitable  fin 

An  author,  modell  and  deferving. 

Was  deltin'd  to  contempt  and  llarving ; 

Againft  the  king,  his  crown  and  pe^ce. 

And  all  the  llatutes  in  that  cafe. 

The  pleader  rofe  with  brief  full  charg'd.* 
And  on  the  pris'ner's  crimes  enlarg'd — 
But  not  to  damp  the  Mufe's  fire 
With  rhet'rie,  fuch  as  courts  require. 
We'll  try  to  keep  the  reader  warm. 
And  fift  the  matter  from  the  form. 
Virtue  and  fecial  love,  he  faid. 
And  honour  from  the  land  were  fledj 
That  patriots  now,  like  other  folks. 
Were  made  the  butt  of  vulgar  jokes; 
While  Oppofition  dropp'd  her  creft. 
And  courted  pow'r  for  wealth  and  reft. 
Why  fome  folks  laugh'd,  and  fome  folks  rail'd> 
Why  fom.e  fubmitted,  fome  aflail'd. 
Angry  or  pleas'd— all  folv'd  the  doubt 
With  who  were  in,  and  who  were  out. 
The  fons  of  Clamour  grew  fo  fickly. 
They  look'd  for  difTolution  quickly ; 
Their  "Weekly  Journals,  finely  written, 

Were  funk  in  privies  all  befh n; 

Old-England  *,  and  the  London-Evening, 
Hardly  a  foul  was  found  believing  in  ; 

*  An  Oppofition  Paper  at  that  time  publilTied,  in  which  IVI/, 
Lyttelton  was  frequently  abulcd. 

And 
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And  Caleb  *,  once  fo  bold  and  (Irong, 
Was  llupid  now,  and  always  wrong. 

Afk  ye  whence  rofe  this  foul  difgrace  ? 
Why  Selim  has  receiv'd  a  place. 
And  thereby  brought  the  caufe  to  fhame  ; 
proving  that  people,  void  of  blame. 
Might  ferve  their  country  and  their  king. 
By  makijig  both  the  felf-fame  thing : 
By  which  the  credulous  belicv'd. 
And  others   (by  flrange  arts  dsceiv'd) 
That  Minifters  were  lometimes  right. 
And  meant  not  to  dcftroy  us  quite. 

That  bart'ring  thus  in  ftate  affairs. 
He  next  mull  dea)  in  facred  wares. 
The  clergv's  rights  divine  invade. 
And  fmuggle  in  the  gofpel-trade  : 
And  all  this  zeal  to  re-inftate 
Exploded  notions,  out  of  date  ; 
Sending  old  rakes  to  church  in  fhoals, 
Xiike  children,  fniv'ling  for  their  fouls; 
And  ladies  gay,  from  fmut  and  libels. 
To  learn  beliefs,  and  read  their  bibles ; 
prefting  confcience  for  a  tutor. 
To  damn  the  prefent  by  the  future  ; 
As  if  to  evils  known  and  real 
'Twas  needful  to  annex  ideal  j 

*  Caleb  D'Anvers,  the  name  aflumed  by  the  writers  of  the 
praftfman. 

Vol.  LXV,  C  When 
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When  all  of  human  life  we  know 
Is  care,  and  bitternefs,  and  woe. 
With  fhort  tranfitions  of  delight. 
To  fet  the  fhatter'd  fpirits  right. 
Then  why  fuch  mighty  pains  and  care. 
To  make  us  humbler  than  we  are  ? 
Forbidding  fhort-liv'd  mirth  and  laughter. 
By  fears  of  what  may  come  hereafter  ? 
Better  in  ignorance  to  dwell ; 
None  fear,  but  who  believe  a  hell ; 
And  if  there  fhould  be  one,  no  doubt. 
Men  of  themfeives  would  find  it  out. 

But  Selim's  crimes,  he  faid,  went  further, 
And  barely  ftopp'd-on  this  fide  murther; 
One  yet  remain'd  to  clofe  the  charge. 
To  which  (with  leave)  he'd  fpeak  at  large. 
And,  firll,  'twas  needful  to  premife. 
That  though  fo  long  (for  reafons  wife) 
Tiie  prcfs  inviolate  had  Hood, 
Productive  of  the  public  good  ; 
Yet  Itill,  too  modcil  to  abufe. 
It  raiPd  at  vice,  but  told  not  whofe. 
That  great  improvements,  of  late  days. 
Were  made,  to  many  an  author's  praife. 
Who,  not  fo  fcrupuloufly  nice, 
Proclaim'd  the  perfon  with  the  vice  ; 
Or  gave,  where  vices  might  be  wanted. 
The  name,  and  took  the  reil  for  granted. 
Upon  this  plan,  a  Champion  *  rofe. 
Unrighteous  grcatnefs  to  oppofe, 
^  Author  of  the  Letters  to  the  Whigs. 

Proving 
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Pronng  the  man  "  inventus  non  eft," 

Who  trades  in  pow'r,  and  ftill  is  honeft  ; 

And  (Godbeprais'd)  he  did  it  roundly. 

Flogging  a  certaki  junto  foundly. 

Butchief  his  anger  was  directed. 

Where  people  leaft  of  all  fufpefted; 

And  Selim,  notfo  ftrong  as  tall. 

Beneath  his  grafp  appear 'd  to  fall. 

But  Innocence  (as  people  fay) 

Stood  by,  and  fav'd  him  in  the  fray. 

By  her  affilted,  and  one  Truth, 

A  bufy,  prating,  forward  youth. 

He  rally 'd  all  his  llrength  anew. 

And  at  the  foe  a  Letter  threw  f  : 

His  weakeft  part  the  weapon  found. 

And  brought  him  fenfelefs  to  the  ground. 

Hence  Oppofition  fled  the  field. 

And  Ignorance  with  her  feven-fold  fhield ; 

And  well  they  might,  for  (things  weigh'd  fully) 

The  pris'ner  with  his  Whore  and  Bully, 

Muft  prove  for  every  foe  too  hard. 

Who  never  fought  with  fuch  a  guard. 

But  Truth  and  Innocence,  he  faid. 
Would  ftand  him  here  in  little  ftead  j 
For  they  had  evidence  on  oath. 
That  would  appear  too  hard  for  both. 

f  Probably,  «  A  Congratulatory  Letter  to  Selim  on  the  Let- 
ters  to  the  Whigs,"    Svo.  J748. 

C  z  Of 
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Of  witneiTes  a  fearful  train 
Came  next,  th'  indidlments  to  fuftain ; 
Detradlion,  Hatred,  and  Dillruft, 
And  Party,  of  all  foes  the  worft. 
Malice,  Revenge,  and  Unbelief, 
And  Difappointment  worn  with  grief, 
Difhonour  foul,  unaw'd  by  fhame. 
And  every  fiend  that  Vice  can  name. 
All  thefe  in  ample  form  dcpos'd. 
Each  fadl  the  triple  charge  difclos'd. 
With  taunts  and  gibes  of  bitter  fort. 
And  alking  vengeance  from  the  court. 

The  pris'ner  faid  in  his  defence. 
That  he  indeed  had  fmall  pretence 
To  foften  fafts  fo  deeply  fworn. 
But  would  for  his  offences  mourn ; 
Yet  more  he  hop'd  than  bare  repentance 
Might  ftill  be  urg'd  to  ward  the  fentence. 
That  he  had  held  a  place  fome  years. 
He  own'd  with  penitence  and  tears. 
But  took  it  not  from  motives  bafe, 
Th'  indidlment  there  miilook  the  cafe ; 
And  though  he  had  bctray'd  his  truit 
In  being  to  his  country  juft, 
Neglefting  Fadlion  and  her  friends. 
He  did  it  not  for  wicked  ends. 
But  that  complaints  and  feuds  might  ceafe. 
And  jarring  parties  mix  in  peace. 

That  what  he  wrote  to  Gilbert  Weft, 
Bore  hard  againft  him,  he  confefs'd  j 


Yet 
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Yet  there  they  wrong'd  him ;  for  the  fail  Is, 
He  reafon'd  for  Belief,  not  Practice ; 
And  people  might  believe,  he  thought. 
Though  Pradice  might  be  deem'd  a  fault. 
He  either  dreamt  it,  or  was  told. 
Religion  was  rever'd  of  oldi 
That  it  gave  breeding  no  offence. 
And  was  no  foe  to  wit  and  fenfe ; 
But  whether  this  was  truth,  or  whim. 
He  would  not  fay ;  the  doubt  with  him 
(And  no  great  harm  he  hop'd)  was,  how 
Th'  enlighten'd  world  would  take  it  now  : 
If  they  admitted  it,  'twas  well ; 
If  not,  he  never  talk'd  of  hell ; 
Nor  even  hop'd  to  change  men's  meafures. 
Or  frighten  ladies  from  their  pleafures. 

One  accufation,  he  confefs'd. 
Had  touch'd  him  more  than  all  the  refi: ; 
Three  Patriot-Letters,  high  in  fame. 
By  him  o'erthrown,  and  brought  to  fhame. 
And  though  it  was  a  rule  in  vogue. 
If  one  man  call'd  another  rogue. 
The  party  injur'd  might  reply. 
And  on'  his  foe  retort  the  lie ; 
Yet  what  accru'd  from  all  his  labour^ 
But  foul  difhonour  to  his  neighbour  ? 
And  he's  a  moll:  unchriflian  elf. 
Who  others  damns  to  fave  himfelf. 
Belides,  as  all  men  knevv^  he  faid, 
Thofe  Letters  only  rail'd  for  bread ; 

C  3  And 
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And  hunger  was  a  known  excufe 

For  proltitution  and  abufe  : 

A  guinea,  properly  apply'd. 

Had  made  the  Writer  change  his  fide  ; 

He  wifh'd  he  had  not  cut  and  carv'd  him. 

And  own'd,  he  ihould  have  bought,  not  ftarv'd  him. 
The  court,  he  faid,  knew  all  the  reft. 

And  muft  proceed  as  they  thought  beft ; 

Only  he  hop'd  fuch  refignation 

Would  plead  fome  little  mitigation ; 

And  if  his  charadler  was  clear 

From  other  faults  (and  friends  were  near. 

Who  would,  when  call'd  upon,  atteft  it} 

He  did  in  humbleft  form  requeft  it. 

To  be  from  punifhment  exempt. 

And  only  fuffer  their  contempt. 

1  he  pris'ner's  friends  their  claim  prefcrr'd. 
In  turn  demanding  to  be  heard. 
Integrity  and  Honour  fwore. 
Benevolence,  and  twenty  more. 
That  he  was  always  of  their  party, 
Ard  that  they  knew  him  firm  and  hearty. 
Religion,  fober  dame,  attended. 
And,  as  ihe  could,  his  caufe  befriended. 
She  faid,  'twas  fince  he  came  from  college. 
She  knew  iiim  introduc'd  by  Knowledge  : 
The  man  was  modeft  and  fmcere. 
Nor  f:i"ther  could  ihe  interfere. 
The  A'lufes  begg'd  to  intemofe; 
But  Envy  v.'ith  loud  nifiings  rofe. 

And 
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And  call'd  them  women  of  ill  fame. 

Liars,  and  prollitutes  to  fliame ; 

And  faid,  to  all  the  world  'twas  known, 

Selim  had  had  them  every  one. 

The  pris'ner  blufh'd,  the  Mufes  frown'd. 

When  filcnce  was  proclaim'd  around. 

And  Faftion,  rifmg  with  the  reft. 

In  form  the  pris'ner  thus  addrefs'd. 

You,  Selim,  thrice  have  been  indicfled  : 
Firft,  that  by  wicked  pride  excited. 
And  bent  your  country  to  difgrace. 
You  have  receiv'd,  and  held  a  Place  : 
Next,  Infidelity  to  wound. 
You've  dar'd,  with  arguments  profound. 
To  drive  Freethinking  to  a  ftand. 
And  with  Religion  vex  the  land  : 
And  laftly,  in  contempt  of  right. 
With  horrid  and  unnat'ral  fpite. 
You  have  an  Author's  fame  o'erthrown. 
Thereby  to  build  and  fence  your  own. 

Thefe  crimes  fuccelTive,  on  your  trial. 
Have  met  with  proofs  beyond  denial ; 
To  which  yourfelf,  with  Ihame,  conceded. 
And  but  in  mitigation  pleaded. 
Yet  that  the  jufdce  of  the  court 
May  fufFer  not  in  men's  report. 
Judgment  a  moment  I  fufpend. 
To  reafon  as  from  friend  to  friend. 

And  firft,  that  You,  of  all  mankind. 
With  Kings  and  Courts  fhould  ftain  your  mind  ! 

C  4.  That 
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You  !  who  were  Oppofition's  lord  ! 
Her  nerv^es,  her  finews,  and  her  fword  ! 
That  You  at  laft,  for  fervile  ends. 
Should  wound  the  bowels  of  her  friends  ! 
Is  aggravation  of  offence. 
That  leaves  for  mercy  no  pretence. 

Yet  more For  You  to  urge  your  hate> 

And  back  the  Church,  to  aid  the  State  ! 

For  You  to  publlfh  fuch  a  Letter  ! 

You  !  who  have  known  Religion  better  i 

For  You,  I  fay,  to  introduce 

The  fraud  again  ! — there's  no  excufe. 

And  laft  of  all,  to  crov/n  your  fhamej, 

Was  it  for  You  to  load  with  blame 

The  writings  of  a  Patriot-Youth, 

And  fummon  Innocence  and  Truth 

To  prop  your  caufe  ?•— — Was  this  for  You  r  — 

But  juftice  does  your  crimes  purfue  ; 

And  fentence  now  alone  remains. 

Which  thus,  by  Me,  the  court  ordains  : 

"  That  you  return  from  whence  you  came, 
*'  There  to  be  Ibipt  of  all  your  fame 
*'  By  vulgar  hands  ;  That  once  a  week 
*'  Old-England  pinch  you  till  you  fqueak  ; 
*'  That  ribbald  Pamphlets  do  purfue  you, 
«'    And  lies  and  murmurs,  to  undo  you. 
"  With  every  foe  that  Worth  procures, 
"  And  only  Virtue's  friends  be  Yours.'* 
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ODE 

T  O 

G      A      R      R      I      c      K, 

UPON 

THE    TALK    OF    THE    TOWN. 

«'  When  I  laid  1  would  die  a  batchelor,  I  did  not 
"  rhink  I  Ihould  live  till  I  were  married." 

Much  Ado  about  Nothing. 

I. 

NO,  no  ;  the  left-hand  box,  in  blue; 
There  !  don't  you  fee  her  ?— "  See  her  !  Who  ?" 
Nay,  hang  me  if  I  tell. 
There's  Garrick  in  the  mufic-box! 

Watch  but  his  eyes;  fee  thete "■■  O  pox!** 

"  Your  fervant,  Ma'moifelle  ! " 

II. 

But  tell  me,  David>  is  it  true  ? 

Lord  help  us  !  what  will  fome  folks  do  ? 

How  will  they  curfe  this  ftranger ! 
What !   fairly  taken  in  for  life  ! 
A  fober,  ferious,  wedded  wife  ! 

O  fie  upon  you.  Ranger  ! 

III.  The 
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III. 

The  clergy  too  have  join'd  the  chat; 
"  A  papiil  !---Has  he  thought  of  that  ? 

"  Or  means  he  to  convert  her?" 
Troth,  boy,  unlefs  your  zeal  be  ftout. 
The  nymph  may  turn  Your  faith  about. 

By  arguments  experter. 

IV. 

The  ladies,  pale  and  out  of  breath. 
Wild  as  the  v/itches  in  Macbeth, 

Afk  if  the  "  deed  be  done?" 
O,  David  !  lillen  to  my  lay  ! 
I'll  prophefy  the  things  they'll  fay; 

For  tongues,  you  know,  will  run. 

V. 

"  And  pray,  what  other  news  d'  ye  hear  ? 
"  Marry 'd  !— But  don't  you  think,  my  dear, 

"  He's  growing  out  of  faihion? 
"  People  may  fancy  what  they  will, 
"  But  Quin's  the  only  actor  ftill, 

"  To  touch  the  tender  paffion. 

VI. 

*'  Nay,  madam,  did  you  mind,  laft  night, 
"  His  Archer  ?  Not  a  line  on't  right ! 

"  I  thought  I  heard  fome  hiiTes. 
"  Good  God!   if  Billy  Milh,  thought  I, 
"  Or  Biily  Havard  would  but  try, 

"  They'd  beat  him  all  to  pieces. 

VII.  "  Twas 
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VII. 
"  'Tvvas  prudent  though  to  drop  his  Bayes— . 
"  And  (entre  nous)  the  Laureat  fays, 

"  He  hopes  he'll  give  up  Richard. 
"'  But  then  it  tickles  me  to  fee, 
"  In  Haftings,  fuch  a  Ihrimp  as  he 

"  Attempt  to  raviih  Pritchard. 

VIII. 
'•  The  fellow  pleas'd  me  well  enough 
"  In what  d'ye  call  it?  Hoadley's  lluffj 

"  There's  fomcthing  there  like  nature  ; 
■'   lull  fo,  in  life,  he  runs  about, 
•  Flays  at  bo-peep,  now  in,  now  out, 

"  But  hurts  no  mortal  creature. 

IX. 

And  then  there's  Belmont,  to  be  fure 

' '  O  ho  !   my  gentle  Neddy  Moore  ! 

"  How  does  my  good  lord-mayor  ? 
"'  And  have  you  left  Cheaplide,  my  dear  I 
"  And  will  you  write  again  next  year, 
"  To  lliew  your  fav'rite  playei  ? 

X. 

*<  But  Merope,  we  own,  is  fine, 
^'  Eumenes  charms  in  every  line  ; 

"  Kow  prettily  he  vapours  ! 
*'  So  gay  his  drefs,  fo  young  liis  look, 
**  One  would  have  Avorn  'twas  Mr.  Cook, 

"  Or  Mathews,  cutcing  capers." 

XI.  Thus, 
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XL 
Thus,  David,  will  the  ladies  flouti 
And  councils  hold  at  every  rout^ 

To  alter  all  your  plays  ; 
Yates  fhali  be  Benedick  next  year, 
Macklin  be  Richard,  Tafwell  Lear^ 

And  Kitty  Clive  be  Bayes. 
XII. 
Two  parts  they  readily  allow 
Are  yours ;  but  not  one  more,  they  vow  j 

And  thus  they  clofe  their  fpite  : 
You  will  be  Sir  John  Brute,  they  fay, 
A  very  Sir  John  Brute  all  day. 

And  Fribble  all  the  night. 

XIII. 
But  tell  me,  fair-ones,  is  it  fo  ? 
*•  You  all  did  love  him  once  *,"  we  know ; 

What  then  provokes  your  gall  ? 
Forbear  to  rail---rii  tell  you  why  ; 
Quarrels  may  come,  or  madam  die^ 

And  then  there's  hope  for  all. 

XIV. 
And  now  a  word  or  two  remains. 
Sweet  Davy,  and  I  clofe  my  ftrains  : 

Think  well  ere  you  engage  ; 
Vapours  and  ague-fits  may  come. 
And  matrimonial  claims  at  home- 

Un-nerve  you  for  the  ftage. 

XV.  But 

*  Julius  Csfar. 
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XV. 
But  if  you  find  your  fpirks  right. 
Your  mind  at  eafe,  your  body  tight. 
Take  her  ;  you  can't  do  better  : 
\  pox  upon  the  tattling  Town ! 
The  fops  that  join  to  cry  her  down 
Would  give  their  ears  to  get  her. 
XVI. 
ihen  if  her  heart  be  good  and  kind, 
(And  fure  that  face  befpeaks  a  mind 
As  foft  as  woman's  can  be) 
ou'ii  grow  as  conftant  as  a  dove, 
id  talle  the  purer  fweets  of  love^ 
Unvifited  by  Ranby. 


ENVY 
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JE  N  V  Y     and     F  O  R  T  U  N  E  t 
A      T    A    L    E. 

TO 

Mrs.     G    a   R    R    I    C    K. 

SAYS  Envy  to  Fortune,  "  Soft,  foft.  Madam  Flirt! 
"  Not  fo  fall  with  your  wheel,  you'll  be  down  in 

the  dirt  ! 
"  Well,  and  how  does  your  David  ?  Indeed,  my  dear 

creature, 
**  You've  Ihewn  him  a  wonderful  deal  of  good-nature; 
**  Kis  bags  arc  fo  full,  and  fuch  praifes  liis  due, 
"  That  the  like  was  ne'er  known — and  all  owing  to  you  : 
"  But  why  won't  you  make  him  quite  happy  for  life, 
"  And  to  all  you  have  done  add  the  gift  of  a  wife  ?" 
Says  Fortune,  and  fmil'd,  "  Madam  Envy,  God  fave 

ye  ! 
"  But  w'ny  always  fneering  at  me  and  poor  Davy  ? 
"  I  own  that  fometimes,  in  contempt  of  all  rules, 
**  I  lavifh  my  favours  on  blockheads  and  fools ; 
*'  But  the  cafe  is  quite  different  here,  I  aver  it, 
"  For  David  ne'er  knev/  me,  'till  brought  me  by  Merit, 
"  And  yet  to  convince  you — nay.  Madam,  no  hifles — 
**  Good-manners  atleall — fuch  behaviour  as  this  is---!" 
(For  mention  but  Merit,  and  Envy  flies  out 
With  a  hifs  and  a  yell  that  would  f;lence  a  routf 

But 
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But  Fortune  went  on)---"  To  convince  you,  I  fay, 
*•  That  I  honour  your  fcheme,  F!l  about  it  to-d;iy  ; 
*'  The  man  (liall  be  marry'd,  fo  pray  now  be  eaiy, 
*'  And  Garrick  for  once  ihall  do  fonicthing  to  pleafc  ye." 

So  faying,  fne  rattled  her  wheel  out  of  fight. 
While  Envy  walk'd  after,  and  grinn'd  with  delight. 
It  feems  'uvas  a  trick  that  fhe  long  had  been  brewing. 
To  marry  poor  David,  and  fo  be  his  ruin  : 
For  Slander  had  told  her  the  creature  lov'd  pelf. 
And  car'd  not  a  fig  for  a  foul  but  himfclf ; 
From  thence  (he  was  fure,  had  the  De\  il  a  daughter. 
He'd  fnap  at  the  girl,  fo  'tv/as  Fortune  that  brought  her  : 
And  then  fliould  her  temper  be  fallen  or  haughty. 
Her  flelh  too  be  frail,  and  incline  to  be  naughty, 
'Twould  fret  the  poor  fellow  fo  out  of  his  reafon. 
That  Barry  and  Quia  would  fet  fafliions  next  fcafon. 

But  Fortune,  who  faw  what  the  Fury  defigu'd, 
Refolv'd  to  get  David  a  wife  to  his  mind  : 
Yet  afraid  of  herfelf  in  a  matter  fo  nice. 
She  vifited  Prudence,  and  bi'gg 'd  her  advice. 
The  nymph  ihook  her  head  when  the  bufmefs  ihs  knew. 
And  faid  that  her  female  acquaintance  v/ere  few; 
That  excepting  Mifs  R  *  *  *---0,  yes,  there  was  one, 
A  friend  of  that  lady's,  fhe  vifitc-d  none ; 
But  the  firfl  was  too  great,  and  the  li'l  v/as  too  rood. 
And  as  for  the  reft,  fhe  might  get  whom  fhe  cou'd. 

Away  hurried  Fortune,  perplcx'd  and  half  mad. 
But  her  promife  was  pafs'd,  and  a  wife  mull  be  had  : 
She  travers'd  the  town  from  one  corner  to  t'other. 
Now  knocking  at  one  door^  and  then  at  another. 

Tlie 
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The  girls  curtfy'd  low  as  (he  look'd  in  their  faces. 

And  bridled  and  primm'd  with  abundance  of  graces ; 

But  this  was  coquettiih,  and  that  was  a  prude. 

One  ftupid  and  dull,  t'other  noify  and  rude  ; 

A  third  was  affected,  quite  carelefs  a  fourth. 

With  prate  without  meaning,  and  pride  without  worth  j 

A  fifth,  and  a  fixth,  and  a  feventh  were  fuch 

As  eithc-r  knew  nothing,  or  fomcthing  too  much — 

In  Ihort  as  they  pafs'd,  fne  to  all  had  objections  ; 

The  gay  wanted  thought,  the  good-humour'd  affeftions. 

The  prudent  were  ugly,  the  fenfible  dirty. 

And  all  of  them  flirts,  from  fifteen  up  to  thirty. 

When  Fortune  faw  this  Ihc  began  to  look  filly. 
Yet  ftiil  ihe  went  on  till  fhe  reach'd  Piccadilly ; 
But  vex'd  and  fatigu'd,  and  the  night  growing  late. 
She  refted  her  wheel  within  Burlington  gate. 
My  lady  role  up,  as  fhe  faw  her  come  in, 
"  O  ho,  madam  Genius  !  pray  where  have  you  been  ?** 
(For  her  ladyfnip  thought,  from  fo  ferious  an  air, 
'Twas  Genius  come  home,  for  it  feems  fhe  liv'd  there.) 
But  Fortune,  not  minding  her  ladyfhip's  blunder. 
And  wiping  her  forehead,  cry'd,  "  Well  may  you  wonder 
'•  To  fee  me  thus  ilurry'd  ;"— then  told  her  the  caie. 
And  ngh'd  till  her  ladylhip  laugh'd  in  her  face. 
"  Mighty  civil  indeed !" — "Come,  a  truce,fays  my  lady, 
"  A  truce  with  complaints,  and  perhaps  I  may  aid  ye. 
"  ril  ihew  yea  a  girl  that— Here,  Martin  !  go  tell--- 
*'  Bat  ihe's  gone  to  undrefs ;  by-and-by  is  as  well--- 
"  I'll  fhew  you  a  fight  that  you'll  fancy  uncommon, 
"  Wit,  beauty,  and  goodnefs,  all  met  in  a  woman ; 

"  A  heart 
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"  A  heart  to  no  folly  or  mifchief  inclin'd, 

••  A  body  all  grace,  and  all  iV.eetnefs  a  mind." 

"  O,  pray  let  me  fee  her,"  fays  Fortune,  and  fmil'd, 
*'  Do  but  give  her  to  rne,  and  I'll  make  her  my  child--- 
"  But  who,  my  dear,  who  :---for  you  have  not  told  yet"-- 
*•■  Who  indeed,  fays  my  lady,  ii  not  Violette  :" 

The  words  were  fcarce  fpoke  v.'hen  Ihe  enter'd  the  room  j. 
A  blufli  at  the  llranger  ftill  heighten'd  her  bloom  ; 
So  humble  her  looks  were,  fo  mild  was  her  air. 
That  Fortune,  aironiih'd,  fat  mute  in  her  chair. 
My  lady  rofe  up,  and  with  countenance  biand, 
"  This  is  Fortune,  my  dear,"  and  prefented  her  hand  : 
The  goddefs  embrac'd  her,  and  call'd  her  her  own. 
And,  compliments  over,  her  errand  made  known. 

But  how  the  fw  eet  girl  colour'd.flutter'd,  and  trembled. 
How  oft  flie  laid  no,  and  hew  ill  fhe  diilembled ; 
Or  how  little  David  rejoic'd  at  the  neus. 
And  fwore,  from  all  others,  'twas  her  he  would  chufe  ;. 
What  methods  he  try'd,  and  what  arts  to  prevail ; 
All  thefe,  were  they  told,  would  but  burden  my  tale— 
In  iTiort,  all  affairs  were  lo  happily  carry 'd. 
That  hardly  fix  weeks  pais'd  away  tia  they  marry'd. 

But  Envy  grew  fick  when  the  llory  Ihe  heard, 
\iolette  was  the  girl  that  of  ail  fhe  rnoft  fear'd  j 
She  knew  her  gocd-humour,  her  beauty  and  fweetnefs. 
Her  eafe  and  compliance,  ner  tafte  and  her  neatnefs  ; 
From  thefe  fne  was  fure  that  h:;r  man  could  not  roam. 
And  mull  rife  on  the  Itage,  from  contentment  at  home : 
So  on  (he  w jnt  hilling,  and  inwardly  curs'd  her. 
And  Garrick  next  feafon  will  certainly  burll  her. 

Vol.  LXV.  D  TO 
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TO    THE    RIGHT    HONOURABLE 

HENRY     PELHAM, 

THE 

HUMBLE     PETITION 

OF      THE 

WORSHIPFUL    COMPANY 


POETS    AND    NEWS  -WRITERS^. 

SHEWETH, 

THAT    your   Honour's  pctitIoi>ers   (dealers    ia 
rhymes. 
And  writers  of  fcandal,  for  mending  the  times) 
"Bv  lolFes  in  bufinefs,  and  England's  well-doing. 
Are  funk  in  their  credit,  and  verging  on  ruin. 

That  thefe  their  misfortunes,  they  humbly  conceive, 
Arife  not  from  dulnefs,  as  fome  folks  believe. 
But  from  rubs  in  their  way  which  your  Honour  has  laid^  * 
And  want  of  materials  to  carry  on  trade. 

That  they  always  had  form'd  high  conceits  of  their  ufe. 
And  meant  their  lall  breath  fhould  go  out  in  abufe  ; 
But  now  (and  t!iey  fpeak  it  with  forrow  and  tears) 
Since  your  Honour  has  fat  at  the  helm  of  affairs. 
No  party  v/ill  join  them,  no  faftion  invite 
To  heed  what  they  {;iy,  or  to  read  what  they  write  ; 

Se- 
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Sedition,  and  Tumult,  and  Difcord  are  fled. 
And  Slander  fcarce  ventures  to  lift  up  her  head--- 
In  fhort,  public  bufinefs  is  fo  carry 'd  on. 
That  their  country  is  fav'd,  and  the  patriots  undone. 

To  perplex  them  ftii!  more,  and  iure  famine  to  bring, 
(Now  fatire  has  loll:  both  its  truth  and  its  fting) 
If,  in  fpite  of  their  natures,  they  bungle  at  praife. 
Your  Honour  regards  not,  and  nobody  pays. 

YOUR  petitioners  therefore  moft  humbly  intreat 
( As  the  times  will  allow,  and  your  Honour  thinks  meet) 
That  meafures  be  chang'd,  and  fome  caufe  of  complaint 
Be  immediately  furniih'd,  to  end  their  rcftraint ; 
Their  credit  thereby,  and  their  trade  to  retrieve. 
That  again  they  may  rail,  and  the  T>ation  believe. 

Or  elfe  (if  your  wifdom  fhall  deem  it  all  one) 
Now  the  Parliament's  rifing,  and  bufmelb  is  done. 
That  yourHoncur  would  pleafc,  at  this  dangerous  crifis. 
To  take  to  your  bofom  a  few  private  vices. 
By  which  your  petiiioners  haply  might  thrive,. 
And  keep  both  themfclvcs  and  Contention  alive. 

In  compaffion,  good  Sir,  give  them  foniething  to  fay. 
And  your  Honour's  petitioners  ever  Ihall  pray. 


I>  2  T  H  E 
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TRIAL 

O  F 

SARAH    *  *  *  *,     alias    SLIM     SAL, 

FOR 

PRIVATELY       STEALING> 

THE  pris'ner  was  at  large  indifted. 
For  that  by  thb-ft  of  gain  excited. 
One  day  in  July  laft,  at  tea. 
And  in  the  houfe  of  Mrs.  P. 
Frum  the  left  breaft  of  E.  M.  gent. 
With  ba.fe  felonious  intent. 
Did  then  and  there  a  heart  with  firings. 
Reft,  quiet,  peace,  and  other  things. 
Steal,  rob  and  plunder;  and  all  them 
The  chattels  of  the  faid  E.  M. 

The  profecutor  fwore,  laft  May 
(The  montli  he  knew,  but  not  the  day) 
He  left  his  friends  in  town,  and  went 
Upon  a  vifit  down  in  Kent : 
That  flaying  there  a  month  or  two, 
il«  fpent  his  time  as  others  do. 


In 
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In  riding,  walking,  fifhing,  fwimming; 

But  being  much  inclin'd  to  women. 

And  young  and  wild,  and  no  great  reafoner. 

He  got  acquainted  with  the  priloner. 

Pie  Okvn'd,  'twas  rumour 'd  in  thofe  parts 

That  fhe  'ad  a  trick  of  ftealing  hearts. 

And  from  fifteen  to  twenty-rvvO, 

Had  made  the  devil  and  all  to  do  : 

But  Mr.  W.  the  vicar, 

(And  no  man  brews  you  better  liquor) 

Spoke  of  her  thefts  as  tricks  of  youth. 

The  frolics  of  a  girl  forfooth  : 

Things  now  were  on  another  fcorc. 

He  faid  ;  for  fhe  was  twenty-four. 

However,  to  make  matters  fliort. 

And  not  to  trefpafs  on  the  court. 

The  lady  was  difcover'd  foon. 

And  thus  it  was.     One  afternoon. 

The  ninth  of  July  lair,  or  near  it, 

(As  to  the  day,  he  could  not  fwear  it) 

In  company  at  Mrs.  P.'s, 

V.here  folks  fay  any  thing  they  pleafe  ; 

Dean  L.  and  lady  Mar)-  by. 

And  Fanny  waiting  on  Mifs  Y. 

(He  own'd  he  was  inclin'd  to  think 

Both  were  a  little  in  their  drink) 

The  pris'ner  afk'd,  and  cali'd  him  coufin. 

How  many  kifies  made  a  dor.en  ? 

That  being,  as  he  own'd,  in  liquor, 

1  he  quefdon  made  his  blood  run  quicker, 

D  3  And, 
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And,  fenfe  and  reafon  in  ecllpfe. 

He  vow'd  he'd  fcore  th'-m  on  her  lips. 

That  rifing  up  to  keep  his  word. 

He  got  as  far  as  kifs  the  third. 

And  would  have  counted  t'  other  nine. 

And  fo  all  prefent  did  opine. 

But  that  he  felt  a  fudden  dizzinefs. 

That  quite  undid  him  for  the  bufinefs : 

His  fpeech,  he  faid,  began  to  falter. 

His  eyes  to  ftare,  his  mouth  to  water. 

His  breaft  to  thump  without  ceflation. 

And  all  within  one  conflagration. 

Blefs  me  !   fays  Fanny,  what's  the  matter  ? 

And  lady  Mary  look'd  hard  at  her. 

And  ftamp'd,  and  wilh'd  the  pris'ner  further. 

And  cry'd  out.  Part  them,  or  there's  murther! 

That  ftill  he  held  the  pris'ner  fall:. 

And  would  have  flood  it  to  the  lall ; 

But  ftruggling  to  go  through  the  refl. 

He  felt  a  pain  acrofs  his  breaft, 

A  fort  of  fudden  twinge,  he  faid. 

That  feem.'d  alnioli:  to  ilrike  him  dead. 

And  after  that  fuch  cruel  fmarting. 

He  thought  the  foul  and  body  parting. 

That  then  he  let  the  pris'ner  go. 

And  ilagger'd  off  a  ftep  or  fo  ; 

And  thinking  that  his  heart  was  ill. 

He  begg'd  of  Mifs  Y.'s  maid  to  feel. 

That  Fanny  ftept  before  the  reft. 

And  laid  her  iiand  upon  his  breaft ; 


But, 


I 
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But,  mercy  on  us !  what  a  ftare 
The  creature  gave  !  No  heart  was  there  ; 
Soufe  went  her  fingers  in  the  hole. 
Whence  heart,  and  firings,  and  all  were  ftole. 
That  Fanny  turn'd,  and  told  the  prifoner. 
She  was  a  thief,  and  (o  fhe'd  chriften  her  ; 
And  that  it  was  a  burning  fhame. 
And  brought  the  houfe  an  evil  name ; 
And  if  fhe  did  not  put  the  heart  in, 
The  man  would  pine  and  die  for  certain. 
The  pris'ner  then  was  in  her  airs. 
And  bid  her  mind  her  own  affairs; 
And  told  his  reverence,  and  the  reft  of  *em. 
She  was  as  honeft  as  the  beft  of  'em. 
That  lady  Mary  and  dean  L  . 
Rofe  up  and  faid,  'Twas  mighty  well, 
But  that,  in  general  terms  they  faid  it, 
A  heart  vv^as  gone,  and  fome  one  had  it : 
Words  would  not  do,  for  fearch  they  muft, 
2\nd  fearch  they  would,  and  her  the  hrft. 
That  then  the  pris'ner  dropp'd  her  anger, 
/ind  faid,  Ihe  hop'd  they  would  not  hang  her; 
t'hat  all  Ihe  did  v\'as  meant  in  jeft. 
And  there  the  heart  was,  and  the  reft. 
That  then  the  dean  cry'd  out,  O  fie  ! 
And  fent  in  hafte  for  juiUce  I. 
Who,  though  lie  knew  her  friends  and  pity'd  her, 
Call'd  her  hard  names,  and  fo  committed  her. 

The  parties  prefent  fwore  the  fame ; 
And  Fanny  faid,  the  pr'is'ner's  name 

D  4  tl;ul 
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Had  frightsn'd  all  the  country  round; 
And  glad  (he  was  the  bill  was  iound. 
She  knew  a  man,  who  knew  another. 
Who  knew  the  very  party's  brother. 
Who  loft  his  heart  by  mere  furprize. 
One  morning  looking  at  her  eyes ; 
And  others  had  been  known  to  fqueak. 
Who  only  chanc'd  to  h^ar  her  fpsak  : 
For  {he  had  words  of  fuch  a  ibrt. 
That  though  ftie  knew  no  reafon  fbr't. 
Would  make  a  man  of  feme  run  mad. 
And  rifle  him  of  all  he  had  ; 
And  that  fhe'd  rob  the  whole  community. 
If  ever  fhe  had  opporluniiy. 

The  pris'ner  now  firft  filence  broke, 
j\nd  curtfy'd  round  her  as  flie  fpoke. 
She  own'd,  fhe  faid,  it  much  incens'd  her. 
To  hear  fuch  matters  fworn  againll  her. 
But  that  fhe  hop'd  to  keep  her  temper. 
And  prove  herfeif  "  eadem  femper." 
That  what  the  profecutor  fwore 
Was  fome  part  true,  and  fome  part  more  : 
She  own'd  fhe  had  been  often  feen  with  him. 
And  laugh'd  and  chatted  on  the  green  with  him.; 
The  fellow  feem'd  to  have  humanity. 
And  told  her  tales  that  footh'd  her  vanity, 
I'retending  that  he  lov'd  her  vaftly, 
And  that  all  women  elfe  look'd  ghaftly. 
:But  then  fhe  hop'd  the  court  would  think 
•She  never  was  inclin'd  to  drink. 

Or 
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Or  fuffer  hands  like  his  to  daub  her,  or 
Encourage  men  to  kiis  and  flobber  her; 
She'd  have  folks  know  fhe  did  not  love  it. 
Or  if  flie  did,  fhe  was  above  it. 
Hut  this,  fhe  {'aid,  was  fworn  of  courfe. 
To  prove  her  giddy?  and  then  vvorfe  ; 
As  fhe  whole  conduft  was  thought  "  Isvis," 
Might  very  well  be  reckon'd  thievifh. 
She  hop'd,  fhe  faid,  the  court's  diicerning 
Would  pay  feme  honour  to  her  learning. 
For  every  day  from  four  to  pafl  fix. 
She  went  up-ftairs,  and  read  the  clafTics. 
Thus  having  clear 'd  herfelf  of  levity. 
The  reft,  fhe  faid,  would  come  with  brevity. 
And  firit,  it  injur'd  not  her  honour 
To  own  the  heart  was  found  upon  her  ; 
For  fhe  could  prove,  and  did  aver, . 
The  paltry  thing  belong'd  to  her  : 
The  faft  was  thus.     This  prince  of  knaves 
Was  once  the  hutnblefl:  of  her  flaves. 
And  often  had  conf^fs'd  the  dart 
Her  eyes  had  lodg'd  within  his  heart : 
That  fhe,  as  'twas  her  conAant  fafhion, 
Made  great  diverfion  of  his  pafTion  ; 
^'.'hich  fet  his  blood  in  fuch  a  ferment. 
As  feem'd  to  threaten  his  interment : 
i'hat  then  fhe  was  afraid  of  lofmg  him. 
And  fo  defilted  from  abufmg  him  ; 
And  often  came  and  felt  his  puUe, 
.nud  bid  him  write  to  doftor  Hulfe, 

The 
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The  profecutor  thank'd  her  kindly. 

And  figh'd,  and  faid  fhe  look'd  divinely ; 

But  told  her  that  his  heart  was  burlling. 

And  doftors  he  had  little  truft  in  ; 

He  therefore  begg'd  her  to  accept  it. 

And  hop'd  'twould  mend  if  once  fhe  kept  it. 

That  having  no  averiion  to  it. 

She  faid,  vvith  all  her  foul,  Ihe'd  do  it ; 

But  then  fhe  begg'd  him  to  remember. 

If  he  fhould  need  it  in  December, 

(For  winter  months  would  make  folks  fhiver. 

Who  wanted  either  heart  or  liver) 

It  never  could  return  ;  and  added, 

'Twas  her's  for  life,  if  once  fhe  had  It. 

The  profecutor  faid.  Amen, 

And  that  he  wifh'd  it  not  again  ; 

And  took  it  from  his  breafl  and  gave  her, 

And  bow'd,  and  thank'd  her  for  the  favour  ; 

But  begg'd  the  thing  might  not  be  fpoke  of. 

As  heartlefs  men  were  made  a  joke  of. 

That  next  day,  whifp'ring  him  about  it. 

And  aiking  how  he  felt  without  it. 

He  figh'd,  and  cry'd.  Alack  !  alack  ! 

And  begg'd,  and  pray'd  to  have  it  back  ; 

Or  that  fhe'd  give  him  her's  infiead  on't : 

But  fhe  conceiv'd  there  v/as  no  need  on't ; 

And  faid,  and  bid  him  make  no  pother. 

He  fhould  have  neither  one  nor  t'other. 

That  then  he  rav'd  and  tlorm'd  like  fury, 

And  faid,  that  one  was  his  "  de  jure," 


And 
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^nd  rather  than  he'd  leave  purfuing  her, 
>  Ic'd  iWear  a  robbery,  and  ruin  her. 

That  this  was  truth  fixe  did  aver. 
Whatever  hap  betidedHer; 
Only  that  Mrs.  P.  fhe  faid, 
Mifs  Y,  and  her  deluded  maid. 
And  lady  Mary,  and  his  reverence. 
Were  folks  to  whom  (he  paid  fome  deference  ; 
And  that  fhe  verily  believ'd 
I'hey  were  not  perjur'd,  but  deceiv'd. 

Then  dotlor  D.  begg'd  leave  to  fpeak. 
And  fjgh'd  as  if  his  heart  would  break. 
He  faid,  that  he  was  madam's  furgeon, 
Hr  rather,  as  in  Greek,  chirui-geon, 
;om   "  cheir,  manus,  ergon, opus" 
(As  fcope  is  from  the  Latin    "  fcopus"). 
'J"hat  he,  he  faid,  liad  known  the  prifoner 
From  the  firftfun  that  ever  rife  on  her  j 
y\nd  griev'd  he  was  to  fee  her  there  ; 
But  took  upon  himfelf  to  fwcar, 
I'here  vvas  not  to  be  found  in  nature 
A  fweeter  or  a  better  creature  ; 
And  if  the  king  (God  blefs  him)  knew  her, 
Kc'd  leave  St.  James's  to  get  to  her  : 
Ijut  then  as  to  the  fadl  in  queftion, 
Ke  knew  no  more  on't  than  Hepha?ftion  ; 
It  might  be  falfe,  and  might  be  true  ; 
Aud  this,  he  faid,  was  all  he  knew. 

The  judge  proceeded  to  the  charge, 
iAnd  gave  the  evidence  at  largcj 
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But  often  caft  i  (heep's  eye  at  her. 
And  Ibove  to  mitigate  the  matter, 
-Pretending  fafts  were  not  fo  clear. 
And  mercy  ought  to  interfere. 

The  jury  then  withdrew  a  moment. 
As  if  on  weighty  points  to  comment ; 
And  right  or  wrong,  refolv'd  to  fave  her. 
They  gave  a  verdid  in  her  favour. 

But  why  or  wherefore  things  were  fo. 
It  matters  not  for  us  to  know  : 
The  culprit,  by  efcape  grown  bold. 
Pilfers  ahke  from  young  and  old. 
The  country  all  around  her  teazes. 
And  robs  or  murders  whom  fhe  pleafes. 


FABLES 
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LA      DIES. 
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PREFACE 

TO     THE 

FIRST      EDITION. 


THE  following  Fables  were  written  at  intervals, 
when  I  found  myfelf  in  humour,  and  difengaged 
from  matters  of  greater  moment.  As  they  are  the  writ- 
ings of  an  idle  hour,  fo  they  are  intended  for  the  read- 
ing of  thofe,  whofe  only  bufinefs  is  amufement.  My 
hopes  of  profit,  or  applaufe,  are  not  immoderate  ;  nor 
have  I  printed  thi'ough  neceffity,  or  requell  of  friends. 
1  have  leave  from  her  Royal  Highnefs  to  addrefs  her, 
and  I  claim  the  fair  for  my  readers.  My  fears  are 
lighter  than  my  expedlations ;  I  wrote  to  pleafe  my- 
felf, and  I  publifh  to  pleafe  others ;  and  this  fo  univer- 
lally,  that  I  have  not  wilhed  for  correftnefs  to  rob  the 
critic  of  his  cenfure,  or  my  friend  of  the  laugh. 

My  intimates  are  few,  and  I  am  not  folicitous  to  in- 
creafe  them.  I  have  learnt,  that  wliere  the  writer 
would  pleafe,  the  man  fhould  be  unknown.  An  author 
is  the  reverfe  of  all  other  objedls,  and  magnifies  by  di- 
ftance,  but  diminiflies  by  approach.  His  private  at- 
tachments mull:  give  place  to  public  favour ;  for  no 
man  can  forgive  his  friend  the  ill-natured  attempt  of 
being  thought  wifer  than  himfelf. 

To 
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To  avoid  therefore  the  misfortunes  that  may  attei 
me  from  any  accidental  fuccefs,  I  think  it  necefiary  : 
inform  thofe  who  know  me,  that  1  have  been  affilka 
in  the  fcllovving  papers  by  the  Author  of  Guflavus 
Vafa  *.  Let  the  crime  of  pleafmg  be  his,  whofe  ta. 
lents  as  a  writer,  and  whofe  virtues  as  a  man,  have 
rendered  him  a  living  affront  to  the  whole  circle  of  his 
acc[uaintance. 


*  Henry  Brooke,  Efq;. 
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The  EAGLE,  and  the  ASSEMBLY  of  BIRDS'- 

T    O 

HER  ROYAL   HIGHNESS 

THE 

PRINCESS   OF   WALES, 

^T^HE  moral  lay,  to  beauty  due, 

I  write.  Fair  Exceiience,  to  you  ; 
Well  pleas'd  to  hope  my  vacant  hours 
Have  been  employ'd  to  fweeten  yours. 
Truth  under  fidion  I  impart. 
To  weed  Out  folly  from  the  heart ; 
A  ad  ihew  the  pr.ths,  that  lead  aftray 
The  wand'ring  nymph  from  wifdom's  way> 
I  flatter  none.     The  great  and  good 
Are  by  their  adlions  underllood  ; 
\  our  monument  if  aftions  raife,. 
Sliall  I  deface  by  idle  praife  ? 
I  echo  not  the  voice  of  fame, 
Tnat  dwells  delighted  on  your  name  ; 
Her  friendly  tale,  however  true, 
^yere  flatt'ry,  if  I  tcld  it  you. 
Vol.  Upi,  '        E  Xhr 
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The  proud,  the  envious,  and  the  vain. 
The  jilt,  the  prude,  demand  my  ftrain  ; 
To  thefe,  detelling  praife,  I  write. 
And  vent,  in  charity,  my  fpite. 
With  friendly  hand  I  hold  the  glafs 
To  all,  promifcuous  as  they  pafs  ; 
Should  folly  there  her  likenefs  view, 
I  fret  not  that  the  mirror's  true  ; 
If  the  fantaftic  form  offend, 
I  made  it  not,  but  would  amend. 

Virtue,  in  every  clime  and  age. 
Spurns  at  the  folly-foothing  page. 
While  fatire,  that  oiFends  the  ear 
Of  vice  and  paffion,  pleafes  her. 

Prem.ifing  this,  your  anger  vpare. 
And  claim  the  fable  you  who  dare. 

THE  birds  In  place,  by  faftions  prefs'd^ 
To  Jupiter  their  pray'rs  addrefs'd  ; 
By  fpecious  lies  the  ftate  was  vex'd. 
Their  counfels  libellers  perplex'd  ; 
They  begg'd  (to  ftop  feditioas  tongues) 
A  gracious  hearing  of  their  wrongs. 
Jove  grants  their  fuit.     The  Eagle  rate> 
Decider  of  the  grand  debate. 

The  Pye,  to  truft  and  pow'r  preferr'd. 
Demands  permiffion  to  be  heard. 
Says  he.  Prolixity  of  phrafe 
You  know  I  hate.     This  libel  fays. 


Some 
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**  Some  birds  there  are,  who,  prone  to  noife, 

•*  Are  hir'd  to  filence  wifdom's  voice, 

**  And  Ikill'd  to  chatter  out  the  hour^ 

"  Rife  by  their  emptinefs  to  pow'r." 

That  this  is  aim'd  dired  at  me. 

No  doubt,  you'll  readily  agree  ; 

Yet  well  this  fage  afTembly  knows. 

By  parts  to  government  I  rofe  ; 

My  prudent  counfels  prop  the  Hate  ; 

Magpies  were  never  known  to  prate. 

The  Kite  rofe  up.     His  honeil  heart 
In  virtue's  fuff'rings  bore  a  paj-t. 
That  there  were  birds  of  prey  he  knew  j 
So  far  the  libeller  faid  true  ; 
"  Voracious,  bold,  to  rapine  prone, 
**  Who  knew  no  int'reft  but  their  own ; 
"  Who  kov'ring  o'er  the  farmer's  }'ard, 
"  Nor  pigeon,  chick,  nor  duckling  fpar'd.*' 
This  might  be  true,  but  if  apply'd 
To  liim,  in  troth,  the  lland'rer  ly'd. 
Since  ign'rance  then  might  be  mifled. 
Such  things,  he  thought,  were  befl  unfaid. 

Tlie  Crow  v/as  vex'd.     As  yefter-morn 
He  flew  acrofs  the  new-fown  corn, 
A  fcreaming  boy  was  fet  for  pay. 
He  knew,  to  drive  the  crows  away  ; 
Scandal  had  found  out  him  in  turn. 
And  buzz'd  abroad,  that  crows  love  corn. 

The  Owl  arofe,  with  folemn  face. 
And  thus  harangu'd  upon  the  cafe. 

E  2  That 
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That  magpies  prate,  it  may  be  true, 

A  kite  may  be  voracious  too. 

Crows  fometimes  deal  in  nevv-fown  peafe  ; 

He  libels  not,  who  flrlkes  art  thefe  ; 

The  flander's  here—-"  But  there  arc  birds,^ 

"  Whofe  wifdom  lies  in  looks,^  not  words  j 

"  Bhmd'rers,  who  level  in  the  dark, 

"  And  always  fhoct  befide  the  mark." 

He  names  not  me  ;  bat  thefe  are  hints. 

Which  rnanifeil  at  whom  he  fiquints  ;. 

1  were  indeed  that  blund'ring  fowl. 

To  queiiion  if  he  meant  an  owl. 

Ye  wretches,  hence  !  the  Eagle  cries, 
'Tis  ccnfcience,  confcience  that  applies  j 
The  virtuous  Kiind  takes  no  alarm, 
Secur'd  by  innocence  from  harm  ; 
While  guilt,  and  his  afibciate  fear^. 
Are  flartled  kt  the  pjiifing  ^hu 
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FABLE     II. 

The  PANTHER,  the  HORSE,  and  Other  BEASTS. 

THE  man,  who  feeks  to  win  the  fair, 
(So  cuftom  fays)  muft  truth  forbear  ; 
Mull  fawn  and  flatter,  cringe  and  lie-. 
And  raife  the  goddefs  to  the  fky. 
For  truth  is  hateful  to  her  ear, 
A  rudenefs,  which  flie  cannot  bear. 
A  rudenefs  ?  Yes.     I  fpcak  my  thoughts  j 
For  truth  upbraids  her  with  her  faults^ 

How  wretched,  Cloe,  then  am  I, 
Who  love  you,  and  yet  cannot  lie  ! 
And  ftill  to  make  you  lefs  my  friendi 
I  llrive  your  errors  to  amend  ! 
But  fhall  the  fenfelefs  fop  impart 
The  fofteft  paffion  to  your  heart, 
Wliile  he,  who  tells  you  honeft  truth. 
And  points  to  happinefs  your  youth, 
Determ.ines,  by  his  care,  his  lot. 
And  li^es  neglected,  and  forgot  ? 

Trail  rne,  my  dear,  with  greater  cafe 
Your  ta)l;e  for  fiatt'ry  I  could  pleafe. 
And  fimilies  in  each  dull  line. 
Like  glow-worms  in  the  dark*  fhould  fliine. 
What  if  I  fay  your  lips  difclofe 
The  freflmefs  of  tlie  cp'ning  rofe  ? 

K3  Or 
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Or  that  your  cheeks  are  beds  of  flow'rs, 
Enripen'd  by  refrefliing  fhow'rs  ? 
Yet  certain  as  thefe  flow'rs  lliall  fade. 
Time  every  beauty  will  invade. 
The  butterfly,  of  Various  hue. 
More  than  the  flow'r  refembles  you  ; 
Fair,  flutt'ring,  fickle,  bufy  thing. 
To  pleafure  ever  on  the  wing, 
Gayly  coquetting  for  an  hour. 
To  die,  and  ne'er  be  thought  of  more. 

Would  you  the  bloom  of  youth  flaould  laft  ? 
'Tis  virtue  that  muft  bind  it  fail  i 
An  eafy  carriage,  wholly  free 
From  four  referve,  or  levity  ; 
Good-natur'd  mirth,  an  open  heart. 
And  looks  unfkill'd  in  any  art ; 
Humility,  enough  to  own 
The  frailties,  which  a  friend  makes  known  ; 
And  decent  pride,  enough  to  know 
Th3  worth,  that  virtue  can  beflow. 

Thefe  are  the  charms,  which  ne'er  decay. 
Though  youth  and  beauty  fade  away  ; 
And  time,  which  ali  things  elfe  removes, 
■  Still  heightens  virtue,  and  improves. 

You'H  frown,  and  aik  to  what  iutent 
This  blunt  addrefs  to  you  is'  fent  ? 
I'll  fpare  the  queiiion,  and  confcfs 
I'd  praife  you,  if  I  lov'd  you  lefs  ; 
Eut  rail,  be  angry,  or  complain, 
I  will  be  red:',  while  you  are  vairv- 


BE- 
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BENEATH  a  lion's  peaceful  reign. 
When  hearts  met  friendly  on  die  plain, 
A  Panther,  of  majcftic  port, 
(The  vainell  female  of  the  court) 
With  fpotted  Ikin,  and  eyes  of  fire, 
Fill'd  every  bofom  with  defire. 
Where-e'er  flie  mov'd,  a  fervile  crowd 
Of  fawning  creatures  cring'd  and  bow'd  ; 
AfTemblies  every  week  fhe  held, 
(Like  modern  belles)  with  coxcombs  fiU'd, 
Where  noife,  and  nonfenfe,  and  grimace. 
And  lies  and  fcandal  f.U'd  the  place. 

Behold  the  gay,  fantaltic  thing. 
Encircled  by  the  fpacious  ring. 
Low-bowing,  with  important  look. 
As  firft  in  rank,  the  Monkey  fpok?. 
"  Gad  take  me,  madam,  but  I  fvvear, 
*"  No  angel  ever  look'd  fo  fair  : 
"  Forgive  my  rudenefs,  but  I  vow, 
*'  You  were  not  quite  divine  till  now  ; 
*'  Thofe  limbs  !   that  Ihape  !  and  then  thorfe  eyes  I 
*'  O,  clofe  them,  or  the  gazer  dies  !" 

Nay,  gentle  pug,  for  goodnefs  hufh, 
I  vow,  and  fwear,  you  make  me  bluili ; 
1  lb  all  be  angry  at  this  rate  ; 
'Tis  fo  like  flatt'ry,  whioh  1  hate. 

The  Fov,  in  deeper  cunning  vers'd. 
The  beauties  of  her  mind  rehears'd. 
And  talk'd  of  knowledge,  talle,  and  fcnfe. 
To  which  the  fair  have  vafl:  pretence  ! 

E  4  Yet 
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Yet  well  he  knew  them  always  vain 
Of  what  thev  ftrive  not  to  attain. 
And  play'd  fo  cunningly  his  part. 
That  pug  was  rival'd  in  his  art. 

The  Goat  avovv'd  his  am'rous  flame ; 
And  burnt— for  what  he  durft  not  name  ; 
Yet  hop'd  a  meeting  in  the  wood 
Might  make  his  meaning  underflood. 
Half  angry  at  the  bold  addrefs. 
She  frown'd  ;  but  yet  flie  mull:  confcfs. 
Such  beauties  might  inflame  his  blood. 
But  ftill  his  phrafe  was  fomewhat  rude. 

The  Hog  her  neatnefs  much  admir'd  ; 
The  formal  Afs  her  fwiftnefs  fir'd ; 
While  all  to  feed  her  folly  ftrove. 
And  by  their  praifes  fliar'd  her  love. 

The  Horfe,  whofe  gcn'rous  heart  difdain'd 
Applaufe,  by  fervile  flatt'j-y  gain'd. 
With  graceful  courage,  filence  broke. 
And  thus  with  indignation  fpoke. 

When  flatt'ring  monkeys  fawn,  and  prate. 
They  juflly  raife  contempt  or  hate ; 
•For  merit's  turn'd  to  ridicule. 
Applauded  by  the  grinning  fool. 
The  artful  -Fox  your  wit  commends. 
To  lure,  you  to  his  felfiih  ends ; 
From  the  vile  flatt'rer  turn  away, 
•For  knaves  make  friendfliips  to  betra}», 
Difmils  the  train  of  fops,  and  fools. 
And  learn  to  live  by  wifdom's  rules.; 


Sucli 


TABLES   FOR   THE  LADIES.  57 

*ijch  beauties  might  the  lion  warm, 
I)'.d  not  your  folly  break  the  charm  ; 
I'or  who  would  court  that  lovely  fhape, 
I'o  be  the  rival  of  an  ape  ? 

He  faid  ;  and  fnorting  in  difdain, 
Sporn'd  at  the  crowd,  and  fought  the  plaia*. 


J"ABLE 
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FABLE      III. 

The  NIGHTINGALE  and  GLOW-WORM. 

THE. prudent  nymph,  whofe  cheeks  difclofe 
The  lily,  and  the  blufliing  rofe, 
From  public  view  her  charms  will  fcreen. 
And  rarely  in  the  crowd  be  feen  ; 
This  fimple  truth  fhall  keep  her  wife, 
*'  The  fairell  fruits  attraft  the  flies." 

ONE  night,  a  Glow-worm,  proud  and  vain. 
Contemplating  her  glitt'ring  train, 
Cry'd,  Sure  there  never  was  in  nature 
So  elegant,  fo  fine  a  creature. 
All  other  infefts,  that  I  fee. 
The  frugal  ant,  induflrious  bee, 
Or  filk-worm,  with  contempt  I  view ; 
With  all  that  low,  mechanic  crew. 
Who  fervilcly  their  lives  employ 
In  bufmefs,  enemy  to  joy. 
Mean,  vulgar  herd  !  ye  are  my  fcorn. 
For  grandeur  only  I  was  born. 
Or  fure  am  fprung  from  race  divine. 
And  plac'd  on  earth,  to  live  and  fhine. 
Thofe  lights  that  fparkle  (o  on  high. 
Are  but  the  glow-worms  of  the  fky. 
And  kings  on  earth  their  gems  admire, 
Becaufe  they  imitate  my  fire. 


she 
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She  fpoke.     Attentive  on  a  fpray, 
A  Nightingale  forbore  his  lay  ; 
He  faw  the  fhining  morfel  near. 
And  flew,  directed  by  the  glare ; 
A  while  he  gaz'd  with  fober  look. 
And  thus  the  trembling  prey  befpoke. 

Deluded  fool,  with  pride  elate. 
Know,  'tis  thy  beauty  brings  thy  fate  : 
Lefs  dazzling,  long  thou  might'ft  have  Iain 
Unheeded  on  the  velvet  plain  : 
Pride,  foon  or  late,  degraded  mourns. 
And  beauty  wrecks  whom  Ihe  adorns. 


FABLE 
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FABLE      IV. 

HYMEN  and  DEATH. 

SI  XT  E  E  N,  d'ye  fay  ?  Nay  then  'tis  time  ? 
Another  year  deftroys  your  prime. 
But  ftay — The  fettlement !  "  That's  made.'* 
Why  then  's  my  fimple  girl  afraid  ? 
Yet  hold  a  moment,  if  you  can. 
And  heedfully  the  fable  fcan. 

THE  fhades  were  fled,  the  morning  blufli'd» 
The  winds  were  in  their  caverns  hufh'd. 
When  Hymen,  penfive  and  fedate. 
Held  o'er  the  fields  his  mufing  gait. 
Behind  him,  through  the  green-wood  fliade. 
Death's  meagre  form  the  god  furvey'd. 
Who  quickly,  with  gigantic  ftride. 
Out-went  his  pace,  and  join'd  his  iide. 
The  chat  on  various  fubjefts  ran. 
Till  angry  Hymen  thus  began. 

Relentlefs  Death,  whofe  iron  fway 
Mortals  reludlant  mull  obey. 
Still  of  thy  pow'r  fhall  I  complain. 
And  thy  too  partial  hand  arraign  ? 
When  Cupid  brings  a  pair  of  hearts 
All  over  ftuck  with  equal  darts. 
Thy  cruel  fhafts  my  hopes  deride. 
And  cut  the  knot,  that  Hymen  ty'd. 

Sliali 
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Shall  not  the  bloody,  and  the  bold. 
The  mifer,  hoarding  up  his  gold. 
The  harlot,  reeking  from  the  ftew. 
Alone  thy  fell  revenge  purfue  ? 
But  muft  the  gentle,  and  the  kind. 
Thy  fury,  undillinguifh'd,  find  ? 

The  monarch  calmly  thus  reply 'd: 
Weigh  well  the  caufe,  and  then  decide* 
That  friend  of  yours,  you  lately  nam'dj^ 
Cupid,  alone  is  to  be  blam'd  ; 
Then  let  the  charge  be  jullly  laid  ; 

That  idle  boy  negledls  his  trade. 

And  hardly  once  in  twenty  years, 

A  couple  to  your  temple  bears. 

The  wretches,  whom  your  office  blends> 

Silenus  now,  or  Plutus  fends  ; 

Hence  care,  and  bitternefs,  and  ftrife 

Are  common  to  the  nuptial  life. 

Believe  me  ;  more  than  all  mankind^ 

Your  vot'ries  my  com.paffion  find  ; 

Yet  cruel  am  I  call'd,  and  bafe, 

"Who  feek  the  wretched  to  releafe  ; 

The  captive  from  his  bonds  to  free,. 

IndiiToluble  but  for  me. 

'Tis  I  entice  him  to  the  yoke  ; 

Bv  me,  your  crowded  altars  fmoke  i 

For  mortals  boldly  dare  the  noofe, 

Secui-e  that  Death  will  kt  tkem  loofe. 

I^ABLE 
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FABLE     V. 

The    POET    and   his    P  A  T  R  O  N. 

WHY,  Caslia,  is  your  fpreading  waill 
So  loofe,  fo  negligently  lac'd  ? 

Why  muft  the  wrapping  bed-gown  hide 

Your  fnowy  bofom's  fwelling  pride  ? 

How  ill  that  drefs  adorns  your  head, 

Diftain'd,  and  rumpled  from  the  bed  ! 

Thofe  clouds,  that  (hade  your  blooming  face, 

A  little  water  might  diTplace, 

As  nature  every  morn  bcftows 

The  cryftal  dew,  to  cleanfe  the  rofe. 

Thofe  treffes,  as  the  raven  black. 

That  wav'd  in  ringlets  down  your  back, 

Uncomb'd,  and  injur'd  by  negleii^, 

Deilroy  the  face,  which  once  they  deck'd. 

Whence  this  forgetfulnefs  of  drefs  ? 
Pray,  madam,  are  you  marry'd  ?  Yes. 
Nay,  then  indeed  the  wonder  ceafes. 
No  matter  now  how  loofe  your  drefs  is  ; 
The  end  is  won,  your  fortune's  made. 
Your  filler  now  may  take  the  trade. . 

Alas  !  what  pity  'tis  to  find 
This  fault  in  half  the  female  kind  ! 
From  hence  proceed  averfion,  llrife,    . 
And  all  that  fours  the  wedded  life. 

Btautv 
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Beauty  can  only  point  the  dart, 
'Tis  neatnefs  guides  it  to  the  heart  ; 
Let  neatnefs  then,  and  beauty  ftrive 
To  keep  a  wav'ring  flame  alive. 

'Tis  harder  far  (you'll  find  it  true) 
To  keep  the  conquefl,  than  fubdue  j 
Admit  us  once  behind  the  fcreen. 
What  is  there  farther  to  be  feen  ? 
A  newer  face  may  raife  the  flame. 
But  every  woman  is  the  fame. 

Then  lludy  chiefly  to  improve 
The  charm,  that  fix'd  your  hufband's  love. 
Weigh  well  his  humour.     Was  it  drefs. 
That  gave  your  beauty  power  to  blefs  ? 
Purfue  it  ftill  ;  be  neater  feen  ; 
'Tis  always  frugal  to  be  clean  ; 
So  fliall  you  keep  alive  defire. 
And  time's  fwift  wing  fhall  fan  the  fire. 

I N  garret  high  (as  ftories  fay) 
A  Poet  fung  his  tuneful  lay  ; 
So  foft,  fo  fmooth  his  verfe,  you'd  fwear 
ApoUo,  and  the  mufes  there. 
Through  all  the  town  his  praifes  rung. 
His  fonnets  at  the  playhoufe  fung  ; 
High  waving  o'er  his  lab'ring  head. 
The  goddefs  Want  her  pinions  fpread. 
And  with  poetic  fury  fir'd. 
What  Phoebus  faintly  had  infpir'd. 

A  noble  Youth,  of  tafte  and  wit, 
Approv'd  the  fprightly  things  he  writ. 

And 
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And  fought  him  in  his  cobweb  dome, 
Difcharg'd  his  rent,  and  brought  him  home- 
Behold  him  at  the  ftately  board. 
Who,  but  the  Poet,  and  my  Lord  ! 
Each  day  delicioufly  he  dines. 
And  greedy  quaffs  the  gen'rous  wines  ; 
His  fides  were  plump,  his  fkin  was  fleek^ 
And  plenty  wanton'd  on  his  cheek  ; 

Aftoniih'd  at  the  change  (o  new. 

Away  th'  infpiring  goddefs  flew. 
Now,  dropt  for  politics,  and  news^ 

Negledled  lay  the  drooping  mufe  ; 

L'nmindful  whence  his  fortune  came. 

He  Itifled  the  poetic  flame ; 

Nor  tale,  nor  fonnet,  for  my  lady. 

Lampoon,  nor  epigram  was  ready. 
With  jull:  contempt  his  Patron  faw,, 

(Refolv'd  his  bounty  to  v.ithdraw) 

And  thus,  with  anger  in  his  look. 

The  late- repenting  fool  befpoke. 

Blind  to  the  good  that  courts  thee  grown^ 

Whence  has  the  fun  of  favour  flione  ? 

Delighted  with  tky  tuneful  art, 

Efteem  was  growing  in  my  heart  ; 

But  idly  thou  rejeft'ft  the  charm. 

That  gave  it  birth,  and  kept  it  warm. 
Unthinking  fools  alone  defpife 

The  arts,  that  taught  tliem  firit  to  rife. 
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FABLE     VI. 

The  WOLF,    the  SHEEP,   and  the  LAMB.. 

U  T  Y  demands,  the  parent's  voice 
Should  fancllfy  the  daughter's  choice ; 
In  that,  is  due  obedience  fhown  ;., 
To  chufe,  belongs  to  her  alone. 

May  horror  feize  his  midnight  hour. 
Who  builds  upon  a  parent's  povv'r. 
And  claims,  by  purchafe  vile  and  bafe,  • 
The  loathing  maid  for  his  embrace  ; 
Hence  virtue  fickens  ;  and  the  breaft. 
Where  peace  had  built  her  downy  ireft,= 
Becomes  the  troubled  feat  of  care. 
And  pines  with  anguifh  and  defpair. 

A  WOLF,  rapacious,  rough  and  bold,-. 
V/hofe  nightly  plunders  thinn'd  the  fold. 
Contemplating  his  ill-fpent  life. 
And  cloy'd  with  thefts,  would  take  a  v/ife^. 
His  purpofe  knov^Ti,  the  favage  race. 
In  num'rous  crowds,  attend  the  place ; 
For  why,  a  mighty  Wolf  he  was. 
And  held  dominion  in  his  jaws. 
Her  fav'rite  v.'help  each  mother  brought,^- 
And  humbly  his  alliance  fought  ; 
But  cold  by  age,  or  elfe  too  nice. 
None  found  acceptance  in  his  eves.. 

Vol.  LXV.  M     '  It 
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It  happen'd,  as  at  early  dawn. 
He  folltary  crofs'd  the  lawn. 
Stray 'd  from  the  fold,  a  fportlve  Lamb 
Skip'd  wanton  by  her  fleecy  Dam  ; 
When  Cupid,  foe  to  man  and  beaft, 
Difcharg'd  an  arrow  at  his  breaft. 

The  tim'rous  breed  the  robber  knew. 
And  trembling  o'er  the  meadow  flew ; 
Their  nimblert  fpeed  the  Wolf  o'ertook. 
And  courteous,  thus  the  Dam  befpoke. 
Stay,  faireft,  and  fufpend  your  fear, 
Truft  me,  no  enemy  is  near  ; 
Thefe  jaws,  in  flaughter  oft  imbru'd. 
At  length  have  known  enough  of  blood  ; 
And  kinder  bufmefs  brings  me  now, 

Vanquifli'd,  at  beauty's  feet  to  bow. 

You  have  a  daughter Sv/eet,  forgive 

A  Wolf's  addrefs— In  her  I  live  ; 

Love  from  her  eyes  like  lightning  came. 

And  fet  my  marrow  all  on  flame  ; 

Let  your  confent  confirm  my  ciioice. 

And  ratify  our  nuptial  joys. 

Me  ample  wealth,  and  pow'r  attend. 

Wide  o'er  the  plains  my  realms  extend  ; 

What  midnight  robber  dare  invade 

T  he  fold,  if  I  the  guard  am  made  ? 

At  home  the  fiiepherd's  cur  may  fleep. 

While  I  fecure  his  mafter's  flieep. 

Difcourfe  like  this,  attention  claim'd  ; 

Grandeur  the  mother's  breaft  iniiam'd  j 


Now 
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Now  fearlefs  by  liis  fide  fhe  walk'd. 
Of  fettlements,  and  jointures  talk'd; 
Propos'd,  and  doubled  her  demands 
Of  flow'ry  fields,  and  turnip-lands. 
The  Wolf  agrees.     Her  bofom  fvvells ; 
To  Mifs  her  happy  fate  ihe  tells ; 
And  of  the  grand  alliance  vain. 
Contemns  her  kindred  of  the  plain. 

The  loathing  Lamb  with  horror  hears. 
And  wearies  cut  her  Dam  with  pray'rs  ; 
But  all  in  vain  ;  mamma  bell  knew 
What  inexperienc'd  girls  fhould  do  ; 
So,  to  the  neighb'ring  meadow  carry'd, 
A  formal  afs  the  couple  marry 'd. 

Torn  from  the  tyrant-mother's  fide. 
The  trembler  goes,  a  viftim-bride, 
Reludant,  meets  the  rude  embrace. 
And  bleats  among  the  howling  race. 
With  horror  oft  her  eyes  behold 
Her  murder'd  kindred  of  the  fold  ; 
Each  day  a  fnler-lamb  is  ferv'd. 
And  at  the  glutton's  table  carv'd  ; 
The  cradling  bones  he  grinds  for  food. 
And  flakes  his  thirH  with  ilr earning  blood,. 

Love,  who  the  cruel  mind  detefts. 
And  lodges  but  in  gentle  breafts. 
Was  now  no  more.     Enjoyment  part,. 
The  favage  hunger'd  for  the  feaft  ; 
But  (as  we  find  in  human  race, 
■\  malk  conceals  the  villain's  fac;) 

F  2  Jullice 
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Juftice  muft  authorize  the  treat ; 
Till  then  he  long'd,  but  diirft  not  eat. 

As  forth  he  walk'd,  in  quell  of  prey. 
The  hunters  met  him  on  the  way  ; 
Fear  wings  his  flight ;  the  marlh  he  fought 
The  fnuffing  dogs  are  fet  at  fault. 
His  liomach  halk'd,  now  hunger  gnaws. 
Howling,  he  grinds  his  empty  jaws ; 
Food  mull  be  had,  and  Iamb  is  nigh  ; 
His  maw  invokes  the  fraudful  lie. 
Is  this  (diflembling  rage,  he  cry'd) 
The  gentle  virtue  of  a  bride  ? 
That,  leagu'd  with  man's  deftroying  race. 
She  fets  her  hulband  for  the  chace  ? 
By  treach'ry  prompts  the  noify  hound 
To  fcent  his  footftcps  on  the  ground  ? 
Thou  trait'refs  vile  !   for  this  thy  blood 
Shall  glut  my  rage,  and  dye  the  wood  ! 

So  faying,  on  the  Lamb  he  flies. 
Beneath  his  jaws  the  victim  dies. 
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FABLE     VII. 

The    GOOSE,    and   the    SWANS. 

HATE  the  face,  however  fair. 
That  carries  an  affe£led  air  ; 
The  lifping  tone,  the  fhape  conftrain'd. 
The  iludy'd  look,  the  paiTion  feign'd. 
Are  fopperies,  which  only  tend 
To  injure  what  they  ftrive  to  mend. 

With  what  fuperior  grace  enchants 
The  face,  which  Nature's  pencil  paints ! 
Where  eyes,  unexercis'd  in  art. 
Glow  with  the  meaning  of  the  heart ! 
Where  freedom,  and  good-humour  fit. 
And  eafy  gaiety,  and  wit  ! 
Though  perfect  beauty  be  not  there. 
The  mailer  lines,  the  finifli'd  air. 
We  catch  from  every  look  delight. 
And  grow  enamour'd  at  the  fight  : 
For  beauty,  though  we  all  approve. 
Excites  our  wonder,  more  than  love. 
While  the  agreeable  ftrikes  fure. 
And  gives  the  wounds,  we  cannot  cure. 

Why  then,  my  Amoret,  this  care. 
That  forms  you,  in  effefl,  lefs  fair  ? 
If  nature  on  your  cheek  beftows 
A  bloom,  that  emulates  the  rofe, 

F  3  Or 
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'Or  from  fome  hcav'niy  image  drew 
A  form,  Apelies  never  knew, 
Your  ill-judg'd  aid  will  you  impart. 
And  fpoil  by  meretricious  art  ? 
Or  had  you,  nature's  error,  come 
Abortive  fi-om  the  mother's  vi-'omb. 
Your  forming  care  fhe  ftill  rejects. 
Which  only  hcigiitens  her  defedls. 
When  fuch,  of  glitt'ring  jewels  proud. 
Still  prefs  the  foremoft  in  the  crowd. 
At  every  public  fhow  are  feen. 
With  look-  awry,  and  aukward  mien. 
The  gaudy  drefs  attrafts  the  eye. 
And  magnifies  deformity. 

Nature  may  under-do  her  part. 
But  feldom  wants  the  help  of  art ; 
Trull  Her ;  fhe  is  your  fureft  friend. 
Nor  made  your  form  for  you  to  mend. 

A  GOOSE,  affetfled,  empty,  vain. 
The  Ihrillefi:  of  the  cackling  train. 
With  proud,  and  elevated  crefl. 
Precedence  claimed  above  the  reft. 

Says  fhe,  I  laugh  ?.t  human  race. 
Who  fay,  geefe  hobble  in  their  pace  ; 
Look  here  !  the  Hand'rous  He  detedt ; 
Not  haughty  man  is  fo  ere£l. 
That  peacock  yonder  !  lord,  how  vain 
The  creature's  of  his  gaudy  train  ! 
If  both  v/cre  flript,  I'd  pawn  my  word, 
A  gccfe  would  be  the  fmer  bird. 


Nature, 
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Nature,  to  hide  her  o\yn  defedls. 
Her  bungled  work  v/ith  finery  decks ; 
Were  geefe  fet  off"  with  half  that  ihov/, 
,  Would  men  admire  the  peacock  ?  No. 

Thus  vaunting,  crof^i  the  mead  fhe  fialks. 
The  cackling  breed  attend  her  walks  ; 
The  fun  (hot  down  his  noon-tide  beams. 
The  Swans  were  fporting  in  the  flreams  ; 
Their  fnowy  plumes,  and  ftately  pride 
Provok'd  her  fpleen.     Why  there,  fhe  cry'd. 
Again,  what  arrogance  we  fee  ! 
Thofe  creatures  !  how  they  mimic  me  ! 
Shall  every  fowl  the  waters  fkim, 
Becaufe  we  geefe  are  known  to  fwini  r 
Humility  they  foon  Ihall  learn. 
And  their  own  emptinefs  difcern. 

So  faying,  with  extended  wings, 
Lightly  upon  the  wave  fhe  fprings  ; 
Her  bofom  fwslls,  flie  fpreads  her  plumesj 
And  the  fwan's  ftately  creft  airumes. 
Contempt,  and  mockery  enfu'd. 
And  burfts  of  laughter  fhook  the  Hoed. 

A  Swan,  fuperior  to  the  reft. 
Sprung  forth,  and  thus  the  fool  addrefs'd. 

Conceited  thing,  elate  with  pride  ! 
Thy  affedlation  all  deride  ; 
Thefe  airs  thy  aukwardnefs  impart. 
And  fnew  thee  plainly,  as  thou  art. 
Among  thy  equals  of  the  flock. 
Thou  hadft  efcap'd  the  public  mock, 
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And  as  thy  parts  to  good  conduce, 
3 con  deem'd  an  honeft  hobbling  goofe. 

Learn  hence,  to  ftudy  wifdom's  rules.; 
Know,  foppery's  the  pride  of  fools  ; 
And  llriving  nature  to  conceal. 
You  only  her  defeats  reveaL 
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FABLE    VIII. 

The  LAWYER,  and  JUSTICE. 

OVE  !   thou  divineft  good  below. 
Thy  pure  delights  few  mortals  know  ! 
Our  rebel  hearts  thy  fway  difown. 
While  tyrant  lull  ufurps  thy  throne. 

The  bounteous  God  of  nature  made 
The  fexes  for  each  other's  aid. 
Their  mutual  talents  to  employ. 
To  leflen  ills,  and  heighten  joy. 
To  weaker  woman  he  aflign'd 
That  foft'ning  gentlenefs  of  mind. 
That  can,  by  fympathy,  impart 
Its  likenefs  to  the  rougheft  heart. 
Her  eyes  with  magic  pow'r  endu'd. 
To  fire  the  dull,  and  awe  the  rude. 
His  rofy  fingers  on  her  face 
^)hed  lavilh  every  "blooming  grace^ 
And  llamp'd  (perfetSion  to  dilplay) 
His  mildeft  image  on  her  clay, 

Man/aftive,  refolute,  and  bold. 
He  falhion'd  in  a  different  mould, 
V.'i th  ufeful  arts  his  mind  inicrm'd. 
His  breafi  with  nobler  pafTions  warm'd  ; 
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He  gave  him  knowledge,  tafte  and  fenfe. 
And  courage,  for  the  fair's  defence. 
Her  frame,  renftlefs  to  each  wrong. 
Demands  protedlion  from  the  ftrong  ; 
To  man  fhe  flics,  when  fear  alarms. 
And  claims  the  temple  of  his  anv.s. 

By  nature's  author  thus  declar'd 
The  woman's  fov'reign,  and  her  guard. 
Shall  man,  by  treach'rcus  wiles,  invade 
The  weaknefs,  he  was  meant  to  aid  ? 
While  beauty,  given  to  infpire 
Protefting  love,  and  foft  defire. 
Lights  up  a  wild-iire  in  the  heart. 
And  to  its  own  breaft  points  the  dart> 
Becomes  the  fpoiler's  bafe  pretence 
To  triumph  over  innocence  ? 

The  wolf,  that  tears  the  tim'rous  ftieep, 
Was  never  fet  the  fold  to  keep  ; 
Nor  was  the  tyger,  or  the  pard 
Meant  the  benighted  trav'ler's  guard  ; 
But  man,  the  wildefl  beafi  of  prey. 
Wears  friendlhip's  femblance,  to  betray  ; 
His  ftrength  againll  the  weak  employs. 
And  where  he  fhould  proteft,  deftroys. 

PAST  twelve  o'clock,  the  watchman  cry'd* 
His  brief  the  ftudious  lav\yer  ply'd ; 
The  all- prevailing  fee  lay  nigh. 
The  earneft  of  to-morrow's  lie. 

Suddci* 
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Sudden  the  furious  winds  arife, 
;c  jarring  cafement  lliatter'd  flies ; 

•  s  doors  admit  a  hollow  found, 

y\!id  rattling  from  their  hinges  bound ; 
hen  juftice,  ina  blazeof  light, 
.eal'd  her  radiant  form  to  fight. 
The  wretch  with  thrilling  horror  fhook, 
"ofe  every  joint,  and  pale  his  look  ; 
:  having  feen  her  in  the  courts, 
found  her  mention'd  in  Reports, 
_  afk'd,  with  falt'ring  tongue,  her  name. 
Her  errand  there,  and  whence  (he  came  ? 
Sternly  the  white-rob'd  Shade  reply'd, 
( A  crimfon  glow  her  vifage  dy'd) 
C;.nf!:  thou  be  doubtful  who  I  am  ? 
^     juftice  grown  fo  ftrange  a  name  ? 
re  not  your  courts  for  Juftice  rais'd  ? 
i  »vas  there,  of  old,  my  altars  blaz'd. 
?  '.  •'  guardian  thee  did  I  eleft, 

•  facred  temple  to  protedt, 

-  -lat  thou,  and  all  thy  venal  tribe 
Should  fpurn  the  goddefs  for  the  bribe  i* 
Aloud  the  ruin'd  client  cries, 
Juftice  has  neither  ears,  nor  eyes  ; 
In  foul  alliance  with  the  bar, 
'Galnil  me  the  judge  denounces  war. 
And  rarely  iffiies  his  decree. 
But  with  intent  to  bafHe  me. 

She  paus'd.     Her  breaft  with  fury  burn'd. 
The  trembling  Lawyer  thus  return'd. 
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I  own  the  charge  is  jullly  laid. 
And  weak  th'  excufe  that  can  be  made  ; 
Yet  fearch  the  fpacious  globe,  and  fee 
If  all  mankind,  are  not  like  me. 

The  gown-man,  fkill'd  in  Romifh  lies. 
By  faith's  falfe  glafs  deludes  our  eyes ; 
O'er  confcience  rides  without  controul. 
And  robs  the  man  to  fave  his  foul. 

The  do£bor,  with  important  face. 
By  fly  defign,  miftakes  the  cafe  ; 
Prefciibes,  and  fpins  out  the  difeafe. 
To  trick  the  patient  of  his  fees. 

The  foldier,  rough  with  many  a  fear. 
And  red  with  flaughter,  leads  the  war  -, 
If  he  a  nation's  truft  betray. 
The  foe  has  oiFer'd  double  pay. 

When  vice  o'er  all  mankind  prevails. 
And  weighty  intVefl  turns  the  fcales, 
Muft  J  be  better  than  the  reft. 
And  harbour  JulHce  in  my  breaft  ? 
On  one  fide  only  take  the  fee. 
Content  with  poverty  and  thee  ? 

Thou  blind  to  fenfe,  and  vile  of  mind, 
Th'  exafperated  Shade  rejoin'd. 
If  virtue  from  the  world  is  flown, 
Will  others'  frauds  £xcufc  thy  own  ? 
For  fickly  fouls  the  prieft  was  made  ; 
Phyficiar.s,  for  the  body's  aid ; 
The  foldier  guarded  liberty  ; 
Man  woman,  and  the  lawver  me. 
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J  fall  are  faithlefs  to  their  truft. 
They  leave  not  thee  the  lefs  unjuft. 
Henceforth  your  pleadings  I  difclaim. 
And  bar  the  fanftion  of  my  name ; 
Within  your  courts  it  fhall  be  read. 
That  Jullice  from  the  law  is  fled. 

She  fpoke  ;  and  hid  in  fhades  her  face, 
'Till  Hardwicke  footh'd  her  into  grace. 


FABLE 
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FABLE    IX. 

The  FARMER,  the  SPANIEL,  and  the  CAT. 

JHY  knits  my  dear  her  angry  brow  r 
What  rude  offence  alarms  you  now  ? 
I  faid,  that  Delia's  fair,  'tis  true. 
But  did  I  fay  {he  equall'd  you  ?    , 
Can't  I  another's  face  commend. 
Or  to  her  virtues  be  a  friend. 
But  inftantly  your  forehead  lours. 
As  if  her  merit  lefTen'd  yours  ? 
From  female  envy  never  free. 
All  muft  be  blind,  becaufe  you  fee. 

Survey  the  gardens,  fields,  and  bow'rs^ 
The  buds,  the  bloffoms,  and  the  Row'rs, 
Then  tell  me  where  the  woodbine  grows. 
That  vies  in  fvveetnefs  witli  the  rofe  ? 
Or  where  the  lily's  fnowy  white. 
That  throv/3  fuch  beauties  on  the  fij-lit  r 
Yet  foUy  is  it  to  declare. 
That  thefe  are  neither  fweet,  nor  fxir. 
The  cryftal  (hines  with  fainter  rays. 
Before  the  di'mond's  brighter  blaze  ; 
And  fops  will  fay,  the  di'monddies. 
Before  the  luftre  of  your  eyes  : 
Bat  I,  who  deal  in  truth,  deny 
That  neither  fliine  when  you  are  by. 

When 
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When  zephirs  o'er  the  blolToms  ftray. 
And  fweets  along  the  air  convey, 
[  Sha'n't  I  the  fragrant  breeze  inhale, 
j  Becaufe  you  breathe  a  iweeter  gale  ? 

Sweet  are  the  flow'rs,  that  deck  the  field  j 
I  Sweet  is  the  fmeli  the  blofibms  yield  j 
Sweet  is  the  fummer  gale  that  blows ; 
,And  fweet,  tho'  fweeter  you,  the  rofe. 
Shall  envy  then  torment  your  breafl:, 
I  If  you  are  lovelier  than  the  reft  ? 
I  For  while  I  give  to  each  her  due. 
By  praifing  them  I  flatter  you  ; 
And  praifmg  moft,  I  ftiil  declare 
You  faireft,  where  the  reft  are  fair. 

AS  at  his  board  a  Farmer  fate, 
Replenifh'd  by  his  homely  treat. 
His  fav'rite  Spaniel  near  him  ftood. 
And  with  his  mafter  ftiar'd  the  food ; 
The  crackling  bones  his  jav/s  devour 'd. 
His  lapping  tongue  the  trenchers  fcour'd ; 
'Till  fated  now,  fupine  he  lay, 
^nd  fnor'd  the  rifing  fumes  away. 
!    The  hungry  cat  in  turn,  drew  near, 

nd  humbly  crav'd  a  fervant's  fhare ; 

er  modeft  worth  the  Mafter  knew. 
And  ftrait  the  fatt'ning  morfel  threw  : 
Enrag'd  the  fnarling  Cur  auoke. 
And  thus,  with  fpiteful  envy,  fpoke. 

They  only  claim  a  right  to  eat. 
Who  earn  by  fervices  their  meat. 

Me, 
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Me,  zeal  and  induftry  inflame 

To  fcour  the  fields,  and  fpring  the  game  ;- 

Or,  plunging  in  the  wintry  wave. 

For  man  the  wounded  bird  to  fave. 

With  watchful  diligence  I  keep. 

From  prowling  wolves,  his  fleecy  fheep ; 

At  home  his  midnight  hours  fecure. 

And  drive  the  robber  from  the  door. 

For  this,  his  breaft  with  kindnefs  glows  ; 

For  this,  his  hand  the  food  beftows ; 

And  Ihall  thy  indolence  impart 

A  warmer  friendfliip  to  his  heart,. 

That  thus  he  robs  me  of  my  due. 

To  pamper  fuch  vile  things  as  you  ? 

I  own  (with  meeknefs  Pufs  reply'd) 
Superior  merit  on  your  fide  ; 
Nor  does  my  breafl:  with  envy  fvvell. 
To  find  it  rccompens'd  fo  well ; 
Yet  I,  in  what  my  nature  can. 
Contribute  to  the  good  of  man. 
Whofe  claws  deftroy  the  pilf'ring  moufe?. 
Who  drives  the  vermin  from  the  houfe  ? 
Or,  watchful  for  the  lab"rmg  fvvain. 
From  lurking  rats  fecures  the  grain  ? 
From  hence,  if  he  rewards  beftow. 
Why  fliould  your  heart  with  gaU  o'erflow  ? 
Why  pine  my  happinefs  to  fee. 
Since  there's  enough  for  you  and  me  ? 

Thy  words  are  juft,  the  Farmer  cry'd. 
And  fpurn'd  the  fnarler  from  his  fide. 

FABLE 
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FABLE    X. 

The  SPIDER,  and  the  BEE. 

'T^HE  nymph,  who  walks  the  public  ftreets^ 

And  lets  her  cap  at  all  Ihe  meets. 
May  catch  the  fool  who  turns  to  flare,, 
But  men  of  fenfe  avoid  the  fnare. 

As  on  the  margin  of  the  flood,. 
With  filken  line,  my  Lydia  flood, 
I  fmil'd  to  fee  the  pains  you  took. 
To  cover  o'er  the  fraudful  hook. 
Along  the  foreft  as  we  ftray'd. 
You  faw  the  bey  his  lime-twigs  fpread  ;. 
Guefs'd  you  the  rcafon  of  his  fear. 
Left,  heedlefs,  we  approach'd  too  near  ?. 
For  as  behind  the  bufii  we  lay. 
The  linnet  flutter'd  on  the  fpray.  „ 

Needs  there-  fuch  caution  to  delude 
The  fcaly  fry,  and  featficr'd  brood  I 
And  thiak  you,  with  inferior  art. 
To  captivate  the  human  heart  ? 

The  maid,  who  modeftly  conceals 
Her  beauties,  while  Ihe  hides,  reveals., 
Give  but  a  gllmpfe,  and  fancy  draws 
Whate'er  the  Grecian  Venus  was. 
From  Eve's  firft  fig-leaf  to  brocade,. 
All  drefj  was  meant  for  fancy's  aid,, 
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Which  evermore  delighted  dwells 
On  what  the  bafhful  nymph  conceals. 

When  Caslia  ftruts  in  man's  attire. 
She  fhews  too  much  to  raife  defire  ; 
But  from  the  hoop's  bewitching  round. 
Her  very  fhoe  has  power  to  v/ouiid. 

The  roving  eye,  the  bofom  bare. 
The  forward  laugh,  the  wanton  air. 
May  catch  the  fop  ;  for  gudgeons  ftrike 
At  the  bare  hook,  and  bait,  alike ; 
While  falmon  play  regardlefs  by, 
'Till  art,  like  nature,  forms  the  fly. 

BENEATH  a  peafant's  homely  thatch, 
A  Spider  long  had  held  her  watch ; 
From  morn  to  night,  with  reftlefs  care. 
She  fpun  her  web,  and  wove  her  fnare. 
Within  the  lim.its  of  her  reign. 
Lay  many  a  heedlefs  captive  llain. 
Or  flutt'ring,  ftruggled  in  the  toils. 
To  burll  the  chains,  and  fliun  her  wiles. 

A  ftraying  Bee,  that  perch'd  hard  by. 
Beheld  her  with  difdainful  eye. 
And  thus  began.     Mean  thing,  give  o't-r. 
And  lay  thy  flender  threads  no  more ; 
A  thoughtlefs  fly  or  tvvo,  at  moil. 
Is  all  the  conquell  thou  canft  boali; 
For  bees  of  fenfe  thy  arts  evade. 
We  fee  fo  plain  tlie  nets  are  laid. 

The  gaudy  tulip,  that  difplays 
Her  fpreading  foliage  to  the  gaze ; 
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That  points  her  charms  at  all  Ihe  fees. 
And  yields  to  every  wanton  breeze, 
Attrafts  not  me  :  where  blufhing  growsy 
Guarded  with  thorns,  the  modeil  rofe,. 
Enamour'd,  round  and  round  I  fly. 
Or  on  her  fragrant  bofom  lie ; 
Reluftant,  flie  my  ardour  meets. 
And  bailiful,  renders  up  her  fweets. 

To  wifer  heads  attention  lend. 
And  learn  this  leflbn  from  a  friend^* 
She,  who  with  modefly  retires. 
Adds  fewel  to  her  lover's  fires. 
While  fuch  incautious  jilts  as  you,," 
By  folly  your  own  fchemes  undo. 
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FABLE    XI. 

The  YOUNG  LION,  and  the  APE. 

*^  ■  '^IS  true,  I  blame  your  lover's  choice, 
X      Though  flatter'd  by  the  public  voice, 

And  peevilh  grow,  and  fick,  to  hear 

His  exclamations,  O  how  fair  ! 

I  liften  not  to  wild  delight?. 

And  tranfports  of  expefted  nights  : 

What  is  to  me  your  hoard  of  charms  ? 

The  whitenefs  of  your  neck  and  arms  ? 

Needs  there  no  acquilition  more. 

To  keep  contention  from  the  door  ? 

Yes;  pafs  a  fortnight,  and  you'll  find. 

Ail  beauty  cloys,  but  of  the  mind. 
Senfe  and  good-humcur  ever  prove 

The  furell  cords  to  fallen  love. 

Yet,  Phillis,  fimplefl  of  your  fex. 

You  never  think  but  to  perplex. 

Coquetting  it  with  every  ape, 

'lliat  ftruts  abroad  in  human  fhape  ; 

Not  that  the  coxcomb  is  your  tafte. 

But  that  it  flings  your  lover's  breaft  : 

To-morrow  you  refign  the  fway, 

Prepar'd  to  honour,  and  obey. 

The  tyrant-mi llirefs  change  for  life. 

To  the  fubmiJion  of  a  wife., 
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Your  follies,  if  you  can,  fufpend. 
And  leain  inftrudlion  from  a  friend. 

Reludant,  hear  the  firll  addrefs. 
Think  often,  ere  you  anfwer,  yes ; 
But  once  refolv'd,  throw  off  difguife> 
And  wear  your  vvifhes  in  your  eyes. 
With  caution  every  look  forbear. 
That  miglit  create  one  jealous  fear, 
A  lover's  ripening  hopes  confound. 
Or  give  the  gen'rous  breaft  a  wound. 
Contemn  the  girlifh  arts  to  teaze. 
Nor  ufe  your  pov/'r,  unlefs  to  pleafe  ; 
For  fools  alone  with  rigour  fway, ' 
When  foon,  or  late,  they  muft  obey. 

THE  King  of  brutes,  in  life's  decline, 
Refolv'd  dominion  to  refign  ; 
The  beafts  were  fummon'd  to  appear. 
And  bend  before  the  royal  heir. 
They  came  ;  a  day  was  fix'd ;  the  crowd 
Before  their  future  monarch  bow'd. 

A  dapper  Monkey,  pert  and  vain, 
Stepp'd  forth,  and  thus  addrefs'd  the  train. 

Why  cringe  my  friends  with  fla-.-iih  awe, 
-Before  this  pageant  king  of  ilraw  ? 
Shall  v/e  anticipate  the  hour. 
And  ere  we  feel  it,  own  his  pow'r  ? 
The  counfels  of  experience  prize, 
I  know  the  maxirns  of  the  wife  ; 
Subjeftion  let  us  call  away. 
And  iiv2  the  monarchs  of  to-day; 

<}  3  'Tis 
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'Tis  ours  the  vacant  hand  to  fpurn. 
And  play  the  tyrant  each  in  turn. 
So  Ihall  he  right  from  wrong  difcern. 
And  mercy  from  oppreflion  learn  ; 
At  others'  woes  be  taught  to  melt. 
And  loath  the  ills  himfelf  has  felt. 

He  fpoke  ;  his  bofom  fwell'd  with  pride. 
The  youthful  Lion  thus  reply'd. 

What  madnefs  prompts  thee  to  provoke 
My  wrath,  and  dare  th'  impending  ftroke  ? 
Thou  wretched  fool !  can  wrongs  impart 
Compaffion  to  the  feeling  heart  ? 
Or  teach  the  grateful  breaft  to  glow. 
The  hand  to  give,  or  eye  to  flow  ? 
Learn'd  in  the  practice  of  their  fchools. 
From  women  thou  haft  drawn  thy  rules  ; 
To  them  return  ;    in  fuch  a  caufe. 
From  only  fuch  expeft  applaufe; 
The  partial  fex  I  not  condemn. 
For  liking  thofe,  who  copy  them. 

Would'ft  thou  the  gen'rous  Lion  bind, 
'By  kindnefs  bribe  him  to  be  kind  ; 
Good  offices  their  likenefs  get. 
And  paym.ent  lelTens  not  -the  debt ; 
With  multiplying '  hand  he  gives 
The  good,  from  others  he  receives : 
Or  for  the  bad  makes  fair  return. 
And  pays  with  intVelt,  fcorn  for  fcorn- 
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FABLE    XII. 

The   COL  T,    and   the   F  A  R  M  E  R. 

^TpELL  me,  Corinna,  if  you  can, 
-^     Why  fo  averfe,  fo  coy  to  man  ? 
Did  nature,  lavifh  of  her  care. 
From  her  belt  pattern  form  you  fair. 
That  you,  ungrateful  to  her  caufe. 
Should  m.ock  her  gifts,  and  fpurn  her  lav/s  ? 
And  mifer-like,  with-hold  that  ftore. 
Which,  by  imparting,  bleffes  more  ? 

Beauty's  a  gift,  by  heav'n  afTign'dj 
The  portion  of  the  female  kind; 
For  this  the  yielding  maid  demands 
Protection  at  her  lover's  hands  ; 
And  though  by  vvalHng  years  it  fade. 
Remembrance  tells  him,  once  'twas  paid. 

And  will  you  then  this  wealth  concealj 
For  age  to  ruft,  or  time  to  Ileal  ? 
The  fummer  of  your  youth  to  rove^ 
A  ftranger  to  the  joys  of  love  ? 
Then,  when  life's  winter  haftens  on. 
And  youth's  fair  heritage  is  gone, 
Dow'rlefs  to  court  fome  peafant's  arms. 
To  guard  your  wither'd  age  from  harms  ; 
No  gratitude  to  warm  his  breaft. 
Far  blooming  beauty,  once  pofTefs'd ; 
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-How  will  you  curfe  that  ftubborn  pride. 
Which  drove  your  bark  acrofs  the  tide. 
And  failing  before  folly's  wind, 
iicft  fenfe  and  happinefs  behind  ? 

Corinna,  left  thefe  whims  prevail. 
To  fuch  as  you,  I  write  my  tale. 

A  COLT,  for  blood,  and  mettled  fpeed. 
The  choiceft  of  the  running  breed. 
Of  youthful  ftrength,  and  beauty  vain, 
Refus'd  fubjedlion  to  the  rein. 
In  vain  the  groom's  officious  /kill 
Oppos'd  his  pride,  and  check'd  his  will ; 
In  vain  the  mafter's  forming  care 
Reftrain'd  with  threats,  or  footh'd  with  pray'r; 
Of  freedom  proud,  and  fcorning  man. 
Wild  o'erthe  fpacious  plains  he  ran. 

Where-e'er  luxuriant  nature  fpread 
'Her  fiovv'ry  carpet  o'er  the  mead. 
Or  bubbling  ftreams  foft-gliding  pafs. 
To  cool  and  frefhen  up  the  grafs, 
Difdaining  bounds,  he  cropp'd  the  blade. 
And  wanton'd  in  the  fpoil  he  made. 

In  plenty  thus  the  fummer  pafs'd. 
Revolving  winter  came  at  laft  ; 
The  trees  no  more  a  flicker  yield. 
The  verdure  withers  from  the  field. 
Perpetual  fnows  invert  the  ground. 
In  icy -chains;'  cViC  ftreams  are  bound; 
Cold,  nipping  winds,  and  rattling  hail, 
•Kis  knk,  unfiiekerM  fides  afTail. 
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As  round  he  caft  his  rueful  eyes. 
He  faw  the  thatch'd-roof  cottage  rife ; 
The  profpeft  touch'd  his  heart  with  chear. 
And  promis'd  kind  deliv'rance  near. 
A  liable,  erll  his  fcorn  and  hat^. 
Was  now  become  his  widi'd  retreat ; 
His  paffion  cool,  his  pride  forgot, 
A  Farmer's  welcome  yard  he  fought. 

The  Mafter  faw  his  woeful  plight. 
His  limbs,  that  totter'd  with  his  weight. 
And,  friendly,  to  the  liable  led. 
And  faw  him  litter'd,  drefs'd,  and  fed. 
In  llothful  eafe,  all  night  he  lay  ;     " 
The  fervants  rofe  at  break,  of  day  ; 
The  market  calls.     Along  tiie  road. 
His  back  mull:  bear  the  pcnd'rous  load ; 
In  vain  he  ftruggles,  or  complains, 
Inceflant  blows  reward  his  pains. 
To-morrow  varies  but  his  toil ; 
Chain'd  to  the  plough,  he  breaks  the  foil ; 
While  fcanty  meals,  at  night  repay 
The  painful  labours  of  the  day. 

Subdu'd  by  toil,  with  anguilh  rent. 
His  felf-upbraidings  found  a  vent. 
Wretch  that  I  am  !  he  fighing  faid. 
By  arrogance  and-folly  ltd. 
Hid  hot  my  reflive  youth  been  brought 
To  lera-n  the  lelTon  nature  taught. 
Then  had  I,  like  my  fires  of  yore. 
The  prize  from  every  courfer  bore  i 
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While  man  beftovv'd  rewards,  and  praife. 
And  females  crovvn'd  my  latter  days. 
Now  lading  fervitude's  my  lot. 
My  birth  contemn'd,  my  fpeed  forgot, 
Doom'd  am  I,  for  my  pride,  to  bear 
A  living  death,  from  year  to  year. 
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FABLE       XIII. 

The  OWL,  and  the  N I  G  H  T I  N  G  A  L  E. 

TO  know  the  miftrefs'  humour  right. 
Sec  if  her  maids  are  clean,  and  tight ; 
If  Betty  waits  without  her  flays. 
She  copies  but  her  lady's  ways. 
When  mifs  comes  in  with  boift'rous  fliout. 
And  drops  no  curtfy  going  out. 
Depend  upon  't,  m.amma  is  one. 
Who  reads,  or  drinks  too  much  alone. 

If  bottled  beer  her  thirft  aflvvage. 
She  feels  enthufiallic  rage. 
And  burns  with  ardour  to  inherit 
The  gifts,  and  workings  of  the  fpirit. 
If  learning  crack  her  giddy  brains. 
No  remedy,  but  death,  remains. 
Sum  up  the  various  ills  of  life. 
And  all  are  fweet,  to  fuch  a  wife. 
At  home,  fuperior  wit  (he  vaunts. 
And  twits  her  hufband  with  his  wants  ; 
Her  ragged  offspring  all  around. 
Like  pigs,  are  wallowing  on  the  ground  : 
Impatient  ever  of  controul, 
S"he  knows  no  order,  but  of  foul  ; 
With  books  her  litter'd  floor  is  fpread. 
Of  namelefs  authors,  never  read  ; 
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Foul  linen,  petticoats,  and  lace 

Fill  up  the  intermediate  fpace. 

Abroad,  at  vifitiugs,  her  tongue 

Is  never  ftill,  and  always  wrong ; 

All  meanings  ihe  defines  away. 

And  Hands,  with  truth  and  fenfe,  at  bay. 

If  e'er  flie  meets  a  gentle  heart, 
Skill'd  in  the  houfewife's  ufeful  art. 
Who  makes  her  family  her  care. 
And  builds  contentment's  temple  there. 
She  Harts  at  fuch  miftakes  in  nature. 
And  cries.  Lord  help  us  !  what  a  creature ! 

MelilTa,  if  the  moral  ilrike. 
You'll  find  the  fable  not  unlike. 

AN  Owl,  pufF'd  up  with  felf-conceit, 
Lov'd  learning  better  than  his  meat ; 
Old  manufcripts  he  treafur'd  up. 
And  rummag'd  every  grocer's  Ihop  ; 
At  paftry-cooks  was  known  to  ply. 
And  imp,  for  fcience,  every  pye. 
For  modern  poetry,  and  wit. 
He  had  read  all  that  filackmore  writ ; 
So  intimate  with  Curl  was  grown. 
His  learned  treafures  were  his  ovvn  ; 
To  all  his  authors  had  accefs. 
And  fometimes  wouM  correft  the  prefs. 
In  logick  he  acquir'd  fucli  knowledge. 
You'd  fwear  him  fellow  of  a  college  ; 
Alike  to  every  art,  and  fcience. 
His  daring  genius  bid  defiance. 
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And  fwallovv'd  wifdom,  with  that  hafte. 
That  cits  do  cuftards  at  a  feaft. 

Within  the  flicker  of  a  wood. 
One  ev'ning,  as  he  mufmg  flood. 
Hard  by,  upon  a  leafy  fpray, 
A  Nightingale  began  his  lay. 
Sudden  he  flarts,  with  anger  flung. 
And,  fcreeching,  interrupts  the  fong. 

Pert,  bufy  thing,  thy  airs  give  o'er. 
And  let  my  contemplations  foar. 
What  is  the  mufic  of  thy  voice. 
But  jarring  diflbnance,  and  noife  ? 
Be  wife.     True  harmony,  thou'It  nndj 
Not  in  the  throat,  but  in  the  mind ; 
By  empty  chirping  not  attain'd. 
But  by  laborious  ftudy  gain'd. 
Go  read  the  authors  Pope  explodes. 
Fathom  the  depth  of  Gibber's  odes. 
With  modern  plays  improve  thy  wit. 
Read  all  the  learning  Henley  writ ; 
And,  if  thou  needs  muft  fmg,  flng  then. 
And  emulate  the  ways  of  men ; 
So  ftialt  thou  grow,  like  me,  refin'd. 
And  bring  improvement  to  thy  kind. 

Thou  wretch,  the  little  Warbler  cry'd. 
Made  up  of  ignorance,  and  pride, 
Afk  all  the  birds,  and  they'll  declare, 
A  greater  blockhead  wings  not  air. 
Read  o'er  thyfelf,  thy  talents  fcan. 
Science  was  only  meant  for  man. 

No 
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No  ufelefs  authors  me  moleft, 
I  mind  the  duties  of  my  neft ; 
With  careful  wing  proteft  my  young. 
And  chear  their  ev'nings  with  a  fong. 

Thus,  following  nature,  and  her  laws. 
From  men,  and  birds  I  claim  applaufe  ; 
While,  nurs'd  in  pedantry,  and  floth. 
An  Owl  is  fcorn'd  alike  by  both. 
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FABLE     XIV. 

The    S  P  A  R  R  O  W,    and   the  DOVE, 

IT  was,  as  learn'd  traditions  fay. 
Upon  an  April's  blithfome  day. 
When  pleafure,  ever  on  the  wing, 
Return'd,  companion  of  the  fpring. 
And  chear'd  the  birds  with  am'rous  heat, 
Inftrufting  little  hearts  to  beat ; 
A  Sparrow,  frolic,  gay,  and  young. 
Of  bold  addrefs,  and  flippant  tongue, 
Juft  left  his  lady  of  a  night. 
Like  him,  to  follow  new  delight. 

The  youth,  of  many  a  conquell:  vain. 
Flew  off  to  feek  the  chirping  train  ; 
The  chirping  train  he  quickly  found. 
And  with  a  faucy  eafe,  bow'd  round. 

For  every  flie  his  bofom  burns. 
And  this,  and  that  he  wooes  by  turns  ; 
And  here  a  figh,  and  there  a  bill. 
And  here---thofe  eyes,  fo  form'd  to  kill  1 
And  now,  with  ready  tongue,  he  ftrings 
Unmeaning,  foft,  refilllefs  things  ; 
With  vows,  and  dem-me's  fkill'd  to  woo. 
As  other  pretty  fellows  do. 
Not  that  he  thought  this  Ihort  efTay 
A  prologue  needful  to  his  play  ; 

No, 
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No,  truft  me,  fays  our  learned  letter. 
He  knew  the  virtuous  fex  much  better ; 
But  thefe  he  held  as  fpecious  arts. 
To  fhew  his  own  fuperior  parts. 
The  form  of  decency  to  fhield. 
And  give  a  jutl:  pretence  to  yield. 

Thus  finifhing  bis  courtly  play. 
He  mark'd  the  fav'rite  of  the  day ; 
With  carelefs  impudence  drew  near. 
And  whifper'd  Hebrew  in  her  ear ; 
A  hint,  which  like  the  mafon's  fign. 
The  confcious  can  alone  divine. 

The  flutt'ring  nymph,  expert  at  feigning, 
Cry'd,  Sir  '.---pray  Sir,  explain  your  meaning— —» 
Go  prate  to  thofe,  that  may  endure  ye-— 
To  me  this  rudenefs ! — I'll  affure  ye  I 
Then  off  Ihe  glided,  like  a  fvvallow. 
As  faying— -3vOu  guefs  where  to  follow. 

To  fuch  ai  know  tlie  party  fet, 
'Tis  needlefs  to  declare  they  met ; 
The  parfon's  barn,  as  authors  mention^ 
Confefs'd  the  fair  had  apprehenlion. 
Her  honour  there  fecure  from  ftain» 
She  held  all  farther  triflin?^  vain. 
No  more  affedled  to  be  coy. 
But  rulh'd,  licentious,  on  the  joy. 

Hiil:,  love  !  the  male  companion  cry'd,, 
Retire  a  while ;  I  fear  we're  fpy'd. 
Nor  was  the  caution  vain  ;  he  faw 
A  Turtle,  ruffling  in  the  flxaWi 

While  i 
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While  o'er  her  callow  brood  fhe  hung. 
And  fondly  thus  addrcfs'd  her  young. 

Ye  tender  objefts  of  my  care  ! 
Peace,  peace,  ye  little  helplefs  pair  ! 
Anon  he  coines,  your  gentle  fire. 
And  brings  yoa  ail  your  hearts  require,- 
For  us,  his  infant?,  and  his  bride. 
For  us  with  only  love  to  guide. 
Our  lord  affumes  an  eagle's  fpeed. 
And  like  a  lion,  dares  to  bleed. 
Nor  yet  by  \^intry  fkies  confin'd. 
He  mounts  upon  the  rudeft  wind. 
From  danger  tears  the  vital  fpoil,   - 
And  with  aftection  fweetens  toil. 
Ah  ccafe,  too  vent'rous  !  ceafe  to  dare,- 
In  thine,  our  desrer  fafety  fpare  ! 
From  him,  }-3  cruel  falcons,  liray. 
And  turn,  ye  fowlers,  far  away  ! 

Should  I  furvive  to  fee  the  day. 
That  tears  me  from  myfelf  away, 
That  cancels  all  that  heav'n  couid  give^ 
The  life,  by  which  alone  I  live, 
Alas,  how  mere  than  loft  were  I, 
Who,  in  the  thought,  already  die  ! 

Ye  pow'rs,  vvhom  men,  and  birds  obey. 
Great  rulers  of  your  creatures,  fay. 
Why  mourning  comes,  by  blifs  convey'd. 
And  ev'n  the  Aveets  of  love  allay'd  ? 
Where  grovv^c  enjoyment,  tall,  and  fair. 
Around  it  twines  entangling  care  ; 
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While  fear  for  what  our  fouls  poffefs. 
Enervates  every  pow'r  to  bicfs ; 
Yet  friendfhip  forms  the  biifs  above. 
And,  life  !  what  art  thou,  without  love  ? 

Our  hero,  who  had  heard  apart. 
Felt  fomething  moving  in  his  heart. 
But  quickly,  with  difdain,  fupprefs'd 
The  virtue,  rifing  in  liis  breall ; 
And  firft  he  feign'd  to  laugh  aloud. 
And  next,  approaching,  fmil'd  and  bow'd. 

Madam,  you  muil;  not  think  me  rude  ; 
Good-manners  never  can  intrude  ; 
1  vow  I  come  through  pure  good-nature-— 
(Upon  my  foul  a  charming  creature  ! ) 
Are  thefe  the  comforts  of  a  wife  ? 
This  careful,  cloifler'd,  mopeing  life  ? 
No  doubt,  that  odious  thing  call'd  duty. 
Is  a  fweet  province  for  a  beauty. 
Thou  pretty  ignorance  !  thy  will 
Is  meafur'd  to  thy  want  of  feill ; 
That  good  old-failiion'd  dame,  thy  mother. 
Has  taught  thy  infant  years  no  other. 
The  greateft  ill  in  the  crer.tion. 
Is  fure  the  want  of  education. 

But  think  ye  ?— -tell  me  without  feigning. 
Have  aU  thefe  charms  no  farther  meaning  ? 
Dame  nature,  if  you  don't  forget  her. 
Might  teach  your  ladyfhip  much  better. 
For  fhame,  rejefl  this  mean  em.plGvm^nt, 
Enter  the  world,  and  taile  enjoyment ; 
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Where  time  by  circling  blifs  we  meafurc  ; 
Beauty  was  form'd  alone  for  pleafure  : 
Come,  prove  the  bleffing,  follow  me. 
Be  wife,  be  happy,  and  be  free. 

Kind  Sir,  reply'd  our  matron  chafte. 
Your  zeal  feems  pretty  much  in  halte;, 
I  own,  the  fondnefs  to  be  blefs'd 
Is  a  deep  thiril  in  every  brcall ; 
Of  bleihngs  to»  i  have  my  fiore> 
Yet  quarrel  not,  fliould  heav'n  give  more  t 
Then  prove  the  change  to  be  expedient. 
And  think  me.  Sir,  your  moft  obedient. 

Here  turning,  as  to  one  inferior. 
Our  gallant  fpoke,  and  fmil'd  fuperior. 
Methinks,  to  quit  your  boalled  itation 
Requires  a  world  of  hefitation  ; 
Where  brats,  and  bonds  are  held  a  blefilngj 
The  cafe,  I  doubt,  is  pail  redreffinp-. 
Why,  child,  fuppofe  the  joys  I  mention. 
Were  the  mere  fruits  of  my  inventionj 
You've  caufe  fuJHcient  for  your  carriage. 
In  flying  from  the  curfe  of  marriage  ;, 
That  fly  decoy,  with  vary'd  fnares. 
That  takes  your  widgeon  in  by  pairs  ; 
Alike  to  hulband,  and  to  v.ife. 
The  cure  of  love,  and  ban:-  of  life  ; 
The  o:ily  metliod  of  forecafting, 
To  m.ake  misfortune  inm,  and  lailing  j 
The  fm,  by  hcav'n's  peculiar  fentence, 
Unpardon'd  through  a  life's  repentance. 
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It  is  the  double  fnake,  that  weds 

A  common  tail  to  difF  'rent  heads. 

That  lead  the  carcafs  ftill  aftray. 

By  dragging  each  a  difF 'rent  way,. 

Of  all  the  ills,  that  may  attend  me, 

From  marriage,  mighty  gods,  defend  me  !' 

Give  Me  frank  nature's  wild  demefne. 
And  boundlefs  traft  of  air  ferene,. 
Where  fancy,  ever  wing'd  for  change. 
Delights  to  fport,  delights  to  range  ; 
There,  Liberty  !   to  thee  is  owing 
Whate'er  of  blifs  is  worth  bellowing  ;. 
Delights,  ftill  vary'd,  and  divine. 
Sweet  goddefs  of  the  hills  !  are  thine. 

Wliat  fay  you  now,  you  pretty  pink  you  ? 
Have  I,  for  once,  fpoke  reafon,  think  you  ? 
You  take  me  now  for  no  romancer--- 
Come,  never  ftudy  for  an  anfwer  ; 
Away,  caft  every  care  behind  ye. 
And  fly  where  joy  alone  fhall  find  ye. 

Soft  yet,  retum'd  our  female  fencer,. 
A  queftion  more,  or  fo---and  then.  Sir. 
You've  rally'd  me  with  fenfe  exceeding, 
With  much  fine  wit,  and  better  breeding  ; 
But  pray.  Sir,  how  do  you  contrive  it  ? 
Do  thofe  of  your  world  never  wive  it  ? 
"  No,  no."     How  then?    "  Why,  dare  I  tell, 
"  Vv^hat  does  the  bufmefs  full  as  well." 
Do  you  ne'er  love  ?    "  An  hour  at  leifure.'* 
Have  you  no  friendfhips  ?    "  Yes,  for  pleafure." 
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No  care  for  little  ones  ?    "  We  get  'em, 
*'  The  reft  the  mothers  mind,  and  let  'em.'* 

Thou  wretch,  rejoin'd  the  kindling  Dove, 
Quite  loft  to  life,  as  loft  to  love  ! 
Whene'er  misfortune  comes,  how  juft  ! 
And  come  misfortune  furely  muft  ; 
In  the  dread  feafon  of  difmay, 
Jn  that,  your  hour  of  trial,  fav. 
Who  then  fliall  prop  your  fmking  heart  ? 
Who  bear  affliftion's  weightier  part  r 

Say,  when  the  black-brow'd  welkin  bends. 
And  winter's  gloomy  form  impends. 
To  mourning  turns  all  tranlient  chear. 
And  blafts  the  melancholy  year  ; 
For  times,  at  no  perfuafion,  ftay. 
Nor  vice  can  find  perpetual  May  ; 
Then  where's  that  tongue,  by  folly  fed. 
That  foul  of  pertnefs,  whither  fled  ? 
All  Ihrunk  witliin  thy  lonely  ncft. 
Forlorn,  abandon'*!,  and  unblefs'd  ; 
No  friend,  by  cordial  bonds  ally'd. 
Shall  feek  thy  cold,  unfocial  fide ; 
No  chirping  prattlers,  to  delight 
Shall  turn  the  long-enduring  night ; 
No  bride  her  vs'ords  of  balm  impart. 
And  warm  thee  at  her"  conftant  heart. 

Freedom,  reftrain'd  by  reafon's  force. 
Is  as  the  fun's  unvarying  courfe. 
Benignly  aclive,  fweetly  bright, 
Aftcrding  v/armth,  aifording  light ; 
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But  torn  from  virtue's  facred  rules. 
Becomes  a  comet,  gaz'd  by  fools. 
Fore-boding  cares,  and  ftorms,  and  ftrife. 
And  fraught  with  all  the  plagues  of  life. 

Thou  fool  !  by  union  every  creature 
■Sub fills,  through  univerfal  nature  ; 
And  this,  to  beings  void  of  mind. 
Is  wedlock,  of  a  meaner  kind. 

While  womb'd  in  fpace,  prima;val  clay 
A  yet  unfaftiion'd  embryo  lay. 
The  fource  of  endlefs  good  above 
Shot  down  his  fpark  of  kindling  love  ; 
Touch 'd  by  the  all-enliv'ning  flame. 
Then  motion  f  rft  exulting  came ; 
Each  atom  fought  its  fep'rate  clafs. 
Through  many  a  fair  enamour'd  mafs ;. 
Love  call  the  central  charm  around. 
And  with  eternal  nuptials  bound. 
Then  form,  and  order  o'er  the  fky, 
Firil  train'd  their  bridal  pomp  on  high" ; 
The  fun  difplay'd  his  orb  to  fight. 
And  burnt  with  hymeneal  light. 

Hence  nature's  virgin- womb  conceiv'd. 
And  with  the  genial  burden  heav'd; 
Forth  came  the  oak,  her  firft-born  heir. 
And  fcal'd  the  breathing  fteep  of  air  ; 
Then  infant  Hems,  of  various  ufe, 
Imbib'd  her  foft,  maternal  juice  ; 
The  flovv'rs,  in  early  bloom  difcios'd. 
Upon  her  fragrant  breall  repos'd; 
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Within  her  warm  embraces  grew 
A  race  of  endlefs  form,  and  hue  ; 
Then  pour'd  her  leHer  offspring  round. 
And  fondly  cloath'd  their  parent  ground. 

Nor  here  alone  the  virtue  reign'd. 
By  matter's  cumb'ring  form  detain'd  ; 
But  thence,  fubliming,  and  refin'd, 
Afpir'd,  and  reach'd  its  kindred  Mind. 
Caught  in  the  fond,  celeftial  fire. 
The  Mind  perceiv'd  unknown  defire. 
And  now  with  kind  effufion  flov/'d. 
And  now  with  cordial  ardours  glow'd. 
Beheld  the  fympathetic  fair. 
And  lov'd  its  own  refemblance  there  ; 
On  ail  with  circling  radiance  fhone. 
But  cent'ring,   fix'd  on  one  alone ; 
There  clafp'd  the  heav'n-appcinted  wife. 
And  doubled  every  joy  of  life. 

Kere  ever  bleiTmg,  ever  blefs'd, 
Rcfides  this  beauty  of  the  breaft ; 
As  from  his  palace,  here  the  god 
stili  beams  effulgent  blifs  abroad, 
iiere  gems  his  own  eternal  round, 
rhe  ring,  by  v/hich  the  world  is  boundj, 
iere  bids  his  feat  of  empire  grov/, 
'Ind  builds  his  little  heav'n  below. 

The  bridal  partners  thus  ally'd, 
\nd  thus  in  fweet  accordance  ty'd, 
Dne  body,  heart  and  fpirit  live, 
inrich'd  by  every  joy  they  give  ; 
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Xike  echo,  from  her  vocal  hold, 
:P.eturn'd  in  mufic  twenty  fold. 
Their  union  firm^  and  undecay'd. 
Nor  time  can  {hake,  nor  pow'r  invade:'; 
But  as  the  Hem,  and  fcion  Hand, 
Ingrafted  by  a  fkilful  hand. 
They  check  the  tempell's  wintry  rage^ 
And  bloom  and  ftrengthen  into  age. 
A  thoufand  amities  unknown. 
And  pow'rs,  perceiv'd  by  love  alone. 
Endearing  looks,  and  chafte  defire. 
Fan,  and  fupport.the  mutual  fire, 
AVhofe  flame,  perpetual,  as  refin'd, 
is  fed  by  an  immortal  mind. 

Nor  yet  the  nuptial  fanftien  ends^ 

Like  Nile  it  opens,  and  defcends. 

Which,  by  apparent  windings  led, 
'We  trace  to  its  celeftial  head. 

The  fire,  firft  fpringing  from  above, 

becomes  the  fource  of  life,  and  love,. 

And  gives  his  filial  heir  to  flow, 

in  fondnefs  down  on  fons  below  : 

Thus  roll'd  in  one  continu'd  tide. 

To  time's  extremtft  verge  they  glide. 

While  kindred  ftreams,  on  either  hand, 

^Branch  forth  in  bleffings  o'er  the  land. 

Thee,  wretch  !  no  lifping  babe  Ihall  name., 

.No  late-returning  brother  claim, 

.No  kinfman  on  thy  road  rejoice. 

No  fifter  ^reetthy  ent'rinc;  voice. 
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With  partial  eyes  no  parents  fee. 
And  blefs  their  years  rellor'd  in  thee. 

In  age  rejefted,  or  declin'd. 
An  alien,  ev'n  among  thy  kind. 
The  partner  of  thy  fcorn'd  embrace 
Shall  play  the  wanton  in  thy  face. 
Each  fpark  unplume  thy  little  pride. 
All  friendfhip  fly  thy  faithlefs  fide. 
Thy  name  fliall  like  thy  carcafe  rot, 
[n  ficknefs  fpurn'd,  in  death  forgot. 

All-giving  pow'r  !  great  fource  of  life;! 
0  hear  the  parent  i  hear  the  wife  ! 
rhat  life,  thou  leudefc  from  above,    - 
Though  little,  make  it  large  in  love. 
0  bid  my  feeling  heart  expand 
To  every  claim,  on  every  hand  ; 
To  thofe,  from  whom  my  days  I  drew. 
To  thefe,  in  whom  thofe  days  renew  ; 
To  all  my  kin,  however  wide, 
[n  cordial  warmth,  as  blood  ally'd  ; 
To  friends,  with  lleely  fetters  twin'd. 
And  to  the  cruel,  not  unkind  ! 

But  chief,  the  lord  of  my  defire. 
My  life,  myfelf,  my  foul,  my  fire. 
Friends,  childrsn,  all  that  Vviih  can  claim, 
Chafte  paffion  clafp,  and  rapture  name  ; 
0  fpare  him,  fpare  him,  gracious  pow'r! 
O  give  him  to  my  lateH  hour  ! 
Let  me  my  length  of  life  employ. 
To  give  my  fole  enjoyment  joy. 
His  love,  let  mutual  love  excite, 
rum  nil  mv  cares  to  his  delight^ 
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And  every  needlefs  blefling  fpare. 
Wherein  my  darling  wants  a  Ihare. 

When  he  with  graceful  aftion  wooes. 
And  fweetly  bills,  and  fondly  cooes. 
Ah  !  deck  me,  to  his  eyes  alone. 
With  charms  attractive  as  his  own. 
And  in  my  circling  wings  carefs'd. 
Give  all  the  lover  to  my  breaft. 
Then  in  our  chafte,  connubial  bed. 
My  bofom  pillow'd  for  his  head. 
His  eyes  with  blifsful  flumbers  clofe. 
And  watch,  with  me,  my  lord's  repofey 
Your  peace  around  his  temples  twine. 
And  love  him  with  a  love  like  mine. 

And,  for  I  know  his  gen'rous  flame. 
Beyond  whate'er  my  fex  can  claim. 
Me  too  to  your  proteftion  take. 
And  fpare  me  for  my  hultand's  fake. 
Let  one  unruffled,  calm  delight 
The  loving,  and  belov'd  unite  ; 
One  pure  defire  our  bofoms  v/arm. 
One  will  direft,  one  wifh  inform ; 
Through  life,  one  mutual  aid  fuftain. 
In  death,  one  peaceful  grave  contain. 

While,  fwelling  with  the  darling  theme, 
Her  accents  pour'd  an  endlefs  ftream. 
The  well-known  wmgs  a  found  impart, 
That  reach'd  her  ear,  and  touch'd  her  heart ! 
Quick  dropp'd  the  mufic  of  her  tongue. 
And  forth,  with  eager  joy,  fhe  fprung. 
As  fwift  her  ent'ring  confort  flew. 
And  plum'd,  and  kindled  at  the  view ; 
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Their  wings  their  fouls  embracing  meet. 

Their  hearts  with  anfw'ring  meafure  beat ; 

Half  loll:  in  facred  fweets,  and  blefs'd 

With  raptures  felt,  but  ne'er  exprefs'd. 
Strait  to  her  humble  roof  Ihe  led 

Tile  partner  of  her  fpotlcfs  bed  ; 

Her  young,  a  flutt'ring  pair,  arife. 

Their  welcome  fparkling  in  their  eyes  ; 

Tranfported,  to  their  fire  they  bound. 

And  hang  with  fpeechlefs  adlion  round, 
la  pleafure  wrapt,  the  parents  (land. 
And  fee  their  little  wings  expand  ; 
The  fire,  his  life-fuftaining  prize 
To  each  expeding  bill  applies. 
There  fondly  pours  the  wheaten  fpoil. 
With  tranfport  giA'''n,  though  won  with  toil  ; 
While,  all  coUefted  at  the  fight. 
And  filent  through  fupreme  delight. 
The  fair  high  heav'n  of  blifs  beguiles. 
And  on  her  lord,  and  infants  fmiles. 

The  Sparrow,  whcfe  attention  hung 
Upon  the  Dove's  enchanting  tongue. 
Of  all  his  little  flights  difarm'd. 
And  from  himfelf,  by  virtue,  charm'd, 
'When  nov\'  he  faw,  what  only  feem'd, 
A  faft,  fo  late  a  fable  deem'd. 
His  foul  to  envy  he  refign'd. 
His  hours  of  folly  to  the  wind. 
In  fecret  wilh'd  a  turtle  too. 
And  fighing  to  liimfelf,  withdrew. 
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7   A   B   L   E     XV. 

The  FEMALE    SEDUCERS. 

^    s  ''  I  S  fald  of  widow,  maid,  and  wife, 
X     That  honour  is  a  woman's  life  ; 

Unhappy  fex  !  who  only  claim 

A  being,  in  the  breath  of  fame. 

Which,  tainted,  not  the  quick'ning  gales 

That  fweep  Sabaea's  fpicy  vales. 

Nor  all  the  healing  fweets  rellore. 

That  breathe  along  Arabia's  fhore. 
The  trav'ler,  if  he  chance  to  ftray. 

May  turn  uncenfur'd  to  his  way  ; 

Polluted  Itreams  again  are  pure. 

And  deepeft  wounds  admit  a  cure  ; 

Eut  woman  !   no  redemption  knows. 

The  wounds  of  honour  never  clofe. 
Though  diftant  every  hand  to  guide, 

-Nor  flcill'd  on  life's  tempeftuous  tide. 

If  once  her  feeble  bark  recede. 

Or  deviate  from  the  courfe  decreed, 

In  vain  Ihe  feeks  the  friendlefs  ftiore. 

Her  fwifter  folly  flies  before ; 

The  circling  ports  againft  her  clofe. 

And  fhut  the  wand'rer  from  repofe  ; 

'Till,  by  conflifting  waves  opprefs'd. 

Her  found'ring  pinnace  Xmks  to  reft. 
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Are  there  no  ofF'rings  to  atone 
For  but  a  fingle  erxor  ?  None. 
Though  woman  is  avow'd,  of  old^ 
No  daughter  of  celeftial  mould. 
Her  temp'ring  not  without  allay. 
And  form'd  but  of  the  finer  clay. 
We  challenge  from  the  mortal  dame 
The  ftrength  angelic  natures  claim  ;; 
Nay  more  ;  for  facred  ftories  tell. 
That  ev'n,  immortal  angels  fell. 

Whatever  fills  the  teeming  fphere 
Of  humid  earth,  and  ambient  air. 
With  varying  elements  endu'd. 
Was  form'd  to  fall,  and  rife  renew'd,. 

The  ftars  no  fix'd  duration  know. 
Wide  oceans  ebb,  again  to  flow. 
The  moon  repletes  her  waneing  face. 
All-beauteous,  from  her  late  difgrace. 
And  funs,  that  mourn  approaching  nighty. 
Refulgent  rife  with  new-born  light. 

In  vain  may  death,  and  time  fubdue^ 
While  nature  mints  her  race  anew. 
And  holds  fome  vital  fpark  apart. 
Like  virtue,  hid  in  every  heart  ; 
*Tis  hence  reviving^  warmth  is  feen, . 
To  cloath  a  naked  world  in  green. 
No  longer  barr'd  by  winter's  cold^. 
Again  the  gates  of  life  unfold  ; 
Again  each  infeft  tries  his  wingj 
And  lifts  freih  pinions  on  the  fpring  ; 
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Again  from  every  latent  root 

The  bladed  ftem,  and  tendril  llioot. 

Exhaling  incenfe  to  the  fkies. 

Again  to  perifli,  and  to  rife. 

And  muil  weak  v%oman  then  difown 

The  change,  to  which  a  world  is  prone  ? 

In  one  meridian  brightrefs  ihine. 

And  ne'er,  like  ev'niag  funs,  decline  ? 

Refolv'd  and  firm  alone  ? — Is  this 

■\Miat  we  demand  of  woman  ?— Yes. 
But  fhould  the  fpark  of  vellal  fire 

In  fome  unguarded  hour  expire. 
Or  llxould  the  nightly  thief  invade 
Hefperia's  chaile,  and  facred  iliade. 
Of  all  the  blooming  fpoil  pofTefs'd, 
The  dragon  honour  charm'd  to  reft,. 
Shall  virtue's  fiame  no  more  return  ? 
No  more  with  virgin  fplendor  burn  ? 
No  more  the  ravag'd  garden  blow 
With  fpring's  facceeding  blofTom  ?— -No. 
Pity  may  mourn,  but  not  reftore. 
And  woman  falls,  to  rife  no  more. 

WITHIN  this  fublunary  fphere, 
A  country  lies — no  matter  where ; 
The  clime  may  readily  be  found 
By  all,  who  tread  poetic  ground. 
A  ftream,  caH'd  Life,  acrofs  it  glides. 
And  equally  the  land  divides ; 


And 


FABLES   FOR  THE  LADIES.        m 

And  here,  of  vice  the  province  lies. 
And  there,  the  hills  "" "  virtue  rife. 

Upon  a  mountain's  airy  ftand, 
Whofe  fummit  look'd  to  either  land. 
An  ancient  pair  their  dwelling  chofe. 
As  well  for  profped,  as  repofe  ; 
For  mutual  faith  they  long  were  fam'd. 
And  Temp'rance,  and  Religion,  nam'd. 

A  num'rous  progeny  divine 
Confefs'd  the  honours  of  their  line  ; 
But  in  a  little  daughter  fair. 
Was  center'd  more  than  half  their  care  ; 
For  heav'n  to  gratulate  her  birth,  - 
Gave  figns  of  future  joy  to  earth  ; 
White  was  the  robe  tlais  infant  wore. 
And  Chaftity  the  name  fhe  bore. 

As  now  the  maid  in  ftature  grew, 
(A  flow'r  juft  op'ning  to  the  view) 
Oft  through  her  native  lawns  fhe  ftray'd. 
And  vvreftling  with  the  lambkins  play'd ; 
Her  looks  diifufive  fvveets  bequeath'd. 
The  breeze  grew  purer  as  fhe  breath'd. 
The  morn  her  radiant  blulh  afium'd. 
The  fpring  with  earlier  fragrance  bloom'd. 
And  nature,  yearly,  took  delight. 
Like  her,  to  drefs  the  world  in  white. 

But  when  her  rifing  form  v.'as  feen 
To  reach  the  crifis  of  fifteen. 
Her  parents  up  the  mountain's  head. 
With  anxious  Hep  their  darling  led  j 

By 
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By  turns  they  fnatch'd  her  to  their  breaft* 
And  thus  the  fears  of  age  exprefs'd. 

O  joyful  caufe  of  many  a  care  1 
G  daughter,  too  divinely  fair  ! 
Yon  world,  on  this  important  day,. 
Demands  thee  to  a  dangerous  way  ; 
A  painful  jourrjey,  all  mull:  go, 
Whofe  doubtful  period  none  can  know, 
Whofe  due  direction  who  can  find. 
Where  Reafou's  mute,  and  Senfe  is  blind  ? ' 
Ah,  what  unequal  leaders  thefe. 
Through  fuch  a  wide,  perplexing  maze  ! 
Then  mark  the  warnings  of.  the  wife. 
And  learn  what  love,  and  years  advife.  - 

Far  to  the  right  thy  profpedl  bend. 
Where  yonder  tow'ring  hills  afcend  ; 
Lo,  there  the  arduous  paths  in  view, . 
Which  Virtue,  and  her  fons  purfue  ! 
With  toil  o'er  lefs'ning  earth  they  rife, , 
And  gain,  and  gain  upon  the  fides. 
Narrow's  the  v»'ay  her  children  tread. 
No  walk,  for  pleafure  fmoothly  fpread,. 
But  rough,  and  difficult,  and  fleep, 
Paix'iful  to  ciiinb,  and  hard  to  keep. 

Fruits  immature  thofc  lands  difpenfe,, 
A  food  indelicate  to  fenfe. 
Of  taile  unpleafant ;  yet  from  thofe 
Pure  health,  with  cheerful  vigour  flows,. 
And  ftrengtii,  unfeeling  of  decay. 
Throughout  the  long,  laborious  way. 


Hencc; 


FABLES  FOR    THE    LADIES.  ns 

Hence,  as  they  fcale  that  heav'niy  road^ 
Each  limb  is  lighten'd  of  its  load  ; 
From  earth  refining  Hill  they  go, 
'\nd  leave  the  mortal  weight  below  ; 
Then  fpreads  the  ftrait,  the  doubtful  clears,- 
And  fmooth  the  rugged  path  appears  j 
For  cuftom  turns  fatigue  to  eafe. 
And,  taught  by  virtue,  pain  can  pleafe. 

At  length,  the  toilfome  journey  o'er. 
And  near  the  bright,  celeftial  {hore, 
A  gulph,  black,  fearful,  and  profound. 
Appears,  of  either  world  the  bound. 
Through  darknels,  leading  up  to  light  : 
Senfe  backwards  ilirinks,  and  Ihuns  the  fight;; 
For  there  the  tranfitory  train. 
Of  time,  and  form,  and  care,  and  pain, 

nd  matter's  grofs,  incumb'ring  mafs, 

i;m's  late  afixDciates,  cannot  p:: is, 
_  .It  finking,  quit  th'  immortal  charge. 
And  leave  the  wond'ring  foul  at  large ; 
'  ightly  fhe  wings  her  obvious  way, 
.nd  mingles  witii  eternal  day. 

Thither,  O  !  thither  wing  thy  fpeed. 
Though  pleafure  charm,  or  pain  impede  !" 
To  fuch  th'  all- bounteous  pow'r  has  giv'n,. 
For  prefent  earth,  a  future  heav'n  ; 
For  trivial  lofs,  unmeafur'd  gain, 
And  endlefs  blifs,  for  tranfient  pain. 

Then  fear,  ah !.  fear  to  turn  thy  fight,. 
Where  yonder  fiovv'ry  fields  invite  ; 
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Wide  on  the  left  the  path- way  bends. 
And  with  pernicious  eafe  dcfcends  ; 
There  fweet  to  fenfe,  and  fair  to  fhow, 
Kew-planted  Edens  feem  to  blow. 
Trees,  that  delicious  poifon  bear. 
For  death  is  vegetable  there. 

Hence  is  the  frame  of  health  unbrac'd. 
Each  fir.ew  flack'ning  at  the  tafte  ; 
The  foul  to  paiTion  yields  her  throne. 
And  fees  with  organs  not  her  own  ; 
While,  like  the  flumb'rer  in  the  night. 
Picas 'd  with  the  fhadowy  dream  of  light. 
Before  her  alienated  eyes 
Tiie  fcenes  of  fairy-land  arife  ; 
Tlie  puppet  world's  amufing  {how. 
Dipt  in  the  gayly-colour'd  bow  ; 
Scepters,  and  wreaths,  and  glitt'ring  things. 
The  lovs  of  infants,  and  of  kings. 
That  tempt,  along  the  baneful  plain. 
The  idly  wife,  and  lightly  vain, 
'Till  verging  on  the  gulphy  fhore. 
Sudden  they  fmk,  and  ril'c  no  mors. 

But  lift  to  what  thy  fates  declare  ; 
Though  thou  art  woman,  frail  as  fair. 
If  once  thy  Hiding  foot  fliould  ftray. 
Once  quit  yon  heav'n-appointed  way. 
For  thee,  loft  maid,  for  thee  alone. 
Nor  pray'rs  fhall  plead,  nor  teais  atone  ; 
Reproach,  fccrn,  infamy,  and  hate, 
.On  thy  returning  fteps  fhali  wait, 
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Vhy  form  be  loath'd  by  every  eye. 
And  every  foot  thy  prefence  fly. 

Thus  arm'd  with  words  of  potent  found, 
".ike  guardian  angels  plac'd  around, 
\  charm,  by  truth  divinely  cait, 
''orward  our  young  advent'rer  pafs'd. 
\)rth  from  her  facred  eye -lids  fent, 
Like  morn,  fore-running  radiance  went, 
'.Viule  honour,  hand-maid,  late  aflign'd, 
Lpheld  her  lucid  train  behind. 

Awe-ftruck,  the  much-admiring  crowd   ■ 
fore  the  virgin  vifion  bovv'd, 
az'd  with  an  €ver-new  delight,    - 
nd  caught  frefli  virtues  at  the  fight  : 
or  not  of  earth's  unequal  frame 
ley  deem'd  the  heav'n-compounded  Dame, 
i   matter,  fure  the  moil:  refin'd, 
i iigh  wrought,  and  temper'd  into  mind, 
"  ome  darling  daughter  of  the  -day, 
rA  body'd  by  her  native  ray. 
Where-e'er  ihe  paffes,  thoufands  bend,    ■ 
And  thoufands,  where  fhe  moves,  attend  ; 
Kcr  ways  obfervant  eyes  cor.fcfi. 
Her  fteps  purfuing  praifcj.  bkfs ; 
\\'hile  to  the  elevated  Maid 
Oblations,  as  to  heav'n,  are  paid. 
'Twas  on  an  ever-blithfome  day. 
The  jovial  birth  of  rofy  May, 
A' 'hen  genial  warm.th,  no  mere  fupprefs'd, 
Kevv-melts  the  froft  in  every  breaJl, 
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The  cheek  with  fecret  flufliing  dyes. 
And  looks  kind  things  from  chafteil  eyes  j- 
The  fun  with  healthier  vifage  glows> 
Afide  his  clouded  kerchief  throws. 
And  dances  up  th'  etherial  plain. 
Where  late  he  us'd  to  climb  with  pain. 
While  Nature,  as  from  bonds  fet  free. 
Springs  out,  and  gives  a  loofe  to  glee. 

And  now,  for  momentary  reft. 
The  Nymph  her  travel'd  ftep  reprefs'd^,- 
Jufl  turn'd  to  view  the  flage  attain'd. 
And  glory'd  in  the  height  fhe  gain'd. 

Out-ftretch'd  before  her  wide  furvey. 
The  realms  of  fweet  perdition  lay. 
And  pity  touch'd  her  foul  with  woe. 
To  fee  a  world  fo  loft  below  ; 
When  ftrait  the  breeze  began  to  breathe 
Airs,  gently  wafted  from  beneath. 
That  bore  commiffion'd  witchcraft  thence. 
And  reach'd  her  fympathy  of  fenfe  j 
No  founds  of  difcord,  that  difclofe 
A  people  funk,  and  loft  in  woes. 
But  as  of  prefent  good  pofiefs'd. 
The  very  triumph  of  the  blefs'd. 
The  Maid  in  wrapt  attention  hung. 
While  thus  approaching  Sirens  fung. 

Hither,  faireft,  hither  hafte, 
Erighteft  beauty,  come  and  tafte 
.    What  the  pow'rs  of  bJifs  unfold, 
Joys,  too  mighty  to  be  told ; 
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Tafte  what  extafies  they  give. 

Dying  raptures  tafte,  and  live. 
In  thy  lap,  difHaining  meafure* 

Nature  empties  all  her  treafure, 

•Soft  defires,  that  fweetly  languilh^ 

Pierce  delights,  that  rife  to  anguifh  i 

Paireft,  dolt  thou  yet  delay  ? 

Brighteft  beauty,  come  away. 
LilT;  not,  when  the  froward  chide. 

Sons  of  pedantry,  and  pride, 

Snarlcrs,  to  whofe  feeble  fenfe 

April  funlhine  is  oiFence  ; 

Age  and  envy  will  advife 

Ev'n  againft  the  joy  they  prize. 
Come,  in  pleafure's  balmy  bowl 

Slake  the  thirlHngs  of  thy  foul, 

'Till  thy  raptur'd  pow'rs  are  fainting 

With  enjoyment,  pail:  the  painting  ; 

Faireft,  doft  thou  yet  delay  ? 

Brightell  beauty,  come  away. 

So  fung  the  Sirens,  as  of  yore. 
Upon  the  falfe  Aufonian  fhore  j 
And,  O  !  for  that  preventing  chain-. 
That  bound  UlyfTes  on  the  main. 
That  fo  our  Fair-One  might  withftand 
The  covert  ruin,  now  at  hand. 

The  fong  her  charm'd  attention  drew> 
V/hcn  now  the  tempters  flood  in  view  ; 
Curiofity  vAih  prying  eyes. 
And  hands  of  bufy,  bold  emprifc  ; 
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Like  Kermes,  featlier'd  were  her  feet. 
And,  like  fore-running  fancy,  fleet. 
By  fearch  untaught,  by  toil  untir'd. 
To  novelty  fne  ftill  afpir'd, 
Taftelefs  of  every  good  poffefs'd. 
And  but  in  expectation  blefs'd. 

With  her,  afibclate,  Pleafure  came. 
Gay  Pleafure,  frolic-loving  dame. 
Her  mien,  all  fcimming  in  delight. 
Her  beauties  half  reveal'd  to  fight ; 
Loofe  fiovv'd  her  garments  from  the  ground. 
And  caught  the  kiifing  winds  around. 
As  erft  Medufa's  looks  were  known 
To  turn  beholders  into  ftone, 
A  dire  reverfion  here  they  felt. 
And  in  the  eye  of  Pleafure  melt. 
Her  glance  with  fweet  perfuaiion  charm'd, 
Unnsrv'd  the  ftrong,  the  fteel'd  difarm'd  ; 
No  fafety  ev'n  the  flying  find. 
Who  vent'rous,  look  but  once  behind. 

Thus  was  the  much-admiring  Maid, 
While  diflant,  more  than  half  betray'd  : 
With  fmiles,  and  adulation  bland. 
They  join'd  her  fide,  and  fciz'd  her  hand  : 
Their  touch  envenom'd  fweets  inftill'd. 
Her  frame  with  new  pulfations  thrili'd. 
While  half  confenting,  half  denying, 
-Reluftant  new,  and  now  complying, 
Amidli  a  war  of  hopes,  and  fears^ 
'Of  trembling  wifncs,  fmiling  tears. 
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Still  down,  and  down,  the  winning  Pair 
Compeil'd  the  ftruggling,  yielding  Fair. 

As  when  feme  ftalely  vefi'el,  bound 
To  bleft  Arabia's  dillant  ground. 
Borne  from  her  courfes,  haply  lights 
Where  Barca*6  fiow'ry  clime  invites, 
Conceal'd  around  whofe  treach'rous  land. 
Lurk  the  dire  rock,  and  dangerous  fand  ; 
The  pilot  warns  with  fail  and  oar. 
To  fhun  the  much-fufpeded  fliore. 
In  vain  ;  the  tide,  too  fubtly  ftrong. 
Still  bears  the  wrelUing  bark  along, 
'Till  found'ring,  flie  rcfigns  to  fate. 
And  finks  a'erwhelm'd,  with  all  her  freight. 

So,  bafliing  every  bar  to  fin, 
And  heaven's  own  pilot,  plac'd  within. 
Along  the  devious,  fraooth  defcent, 
V/ith  pow'rs  increafing  as  they  went. 
The  Dameo,  accuftom'd  to  fubdue. 
As  with  a  rapid  current  drew. 
And  o'er  the  fatal  bounds  convey 'd 
The  loll,  the  long-relu«R:ant  Maid. 

Here  flop,  ye  fair-ones,  and  beware. 
Nor  fend  your  fond  alFedlions  there  ; 
Yet,  yet  your  darling,  now  deplor'd. 
May  turn,  to  you,  and  heav'n,  reltor'd  j 
'Till  then,  with  weeping  honour  wait. 
The  fervant  of  her  better  fate ; 
With  honour,  kft  upon  the  fhore. 
Her  friend,  and  handmaid  now  no  more  ; 
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Nor,  with  the  guilty  world,  upbraid 
The  fortunes  of  a  wretch,  betray'd  ; 
Cut  o'er  her  failing  call  the  veil, 
Rememb'ring,  you  yourfelves  are  frail. 

And  no;v,  fi-cm  all-enquiring  light  | 

Pail:  fled  the  conlbious  fhades  of  night ; 
The  Damfel,  from  a  Ihort  repofe. 
Confounded  at  her  plight,  arofe. 

As  when,  with  flumb'rous  weight  opprefs'd* 
Some  wealthy  miferfmks  to  reft. 
Where  felons  eye  the  glitf'j-ing  prey. 
And  Ileal  his  hoard  of  joys  away  ; 
He,  borne  where  golden  Indus  llreams. 
Of  pearl,  and  quarry'd  di'mcnd  dreams. 
Like  Midas,  turns  the  glebe  to  ore. 
And  {lands  all  wrapt  amidft  his  flore. 
But  wakens.,  naked,  and  defpoil'd 
Of  that,  for  which  liis  years  had  toii'd. 

So  far'd  the  Nymph,  her  treafure  flown. 
And  turn'd,  like  Niobe,  to  ftone ; 
Within,  without,  obfcure,  and  void. 
She  felt  all  ravag'd,  all  dellroy'd. 
And,  O  thou  curs'd,  infidious  coafl ! 
Are  thefe  the  blelungs  thou  canll  boafli 
Thefe,  virtue  !  thefe  the  joys  they  find. 
Who  leave  thy  heav'n-topt  hills  behind  ? 
Shade  me,  ye  pines,  ye  caverns,  hide. 
Ye  mountain--,  cover  me,  Ihe  cry'd  ! 

Her  trumpet  flander  rais'd  on  high. 
And  told  the  tidings  to  the  fky ; 

Contempt 
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Contempt  difciiarg'd  a  living  dai't, 
A  lide-long  viper  to  her  heart  ; 
Reproach  breath'd  poifons  o'er  her  face. 
And  foil'd,  and  blalled  every  grace  ; 
■Officious  {hame,  her  handmaid  new. 
Still  turn'd  the  mirror  to  her  view ; 
While  thofe,  in  crimes  the  deepeft  dy'd, 
Approach'd,  to  whiten  at  her  fide, 
And  every  lewd,  infulting  dame 
Upon  her  folly  rofe  to  fame. 

What  lliould  fne  do  r  Attempt  once  mor-e 
To  gain  the  late-deferted  Ihore  ? 
.So  trufling,  back  the  Mourner  flew. 

As  fall  the  train  of  fiends  purfue. 

Again  the  farther  fhore's  attain'd, 
-Again  the  land  of  virtue  gain'd ; 
.But  echo  gathers  in  the  wind. 

And  fhows  her  inftant  foes  behind. 

Araaz'd,  with  headlong  fpeed  fhe  tends. 

Where  late  llie  left  a  holl  of  friends  : 

Alas  !  thofe  fhrinking  friends  decline. 

Nor  longer  own  that  form  divine  ; 

With  fear  they  mark  the  following  cr}'. 

And  from  the  lonely  Trembler  fly. 

Or  backward  drive  her  on  the  coall, 

Vv'here  peace  was  Vv-reck'd,  and  honour  loft. 
From  earth  thus  hoping  aid  in  vain. 

To  hcav'n  not  daring  to  complain, 

T\o  truce  by  hoflile  clamour  giv'n, 

And  from  the  face  of  friendfhip  driv'n. 

The 
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The  Nymph  funk  proftrate  on  the  ground. 
With  all  her  weight  of  woes  around. 

Entiiron'd  within  a  circling  fey. 
Upon  a  mount  o'er  mountains  high. 
All  radiant  fate,  as  in  a  (hrine. 
Virtue,  firfl  effluence  divine  ; 
Far,  far  above  the  fcenes  of  woe. 
That  fhut  this  cloud-wrapt  world  below  ; 
Superior  goddefs,  effence  bright. 
Beauty  of  uncreated  light. 
Whom  fhould  mortality  furvey. 
As  doom'd  upon  a  certain  day. 
The  breath  of  frailty  mufl;  expire. 
The  world  diflbiv£  in  living  fire. 
The  gems  of  heav'n,  and  folar  flame 
Be  qucnch'd  by  her  eternal  beam. 
And  nature,  quick'ning  in  her  eye. 
To  rife  a  new-born  phoenix,  die. 

Hence,  umeveal'd  to  mortal  view, 
.  -A  veil  around  her  form  ihe  threw. 
Which  three  fad  fiflers  of  the  {hade. 
Pain,  care,  and  melancholy,  made. 

Through  this  her  all-enquiring  eye. 
Attentive  from  her  ftation  high. 
Beheld,  abandon'd  to  defpair. 
The  ruins  of  her  fav'rite  Fair  ; 
And  with  a  voice,  whofe  awful  found 
Appal'd  the  guilty  world  around. 
Bid  the  tumultuous  winds  be  flUl ; 
To  numbers  bow'd  each  lifl'ning  hill. 
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.jncurl'd  the  furging  of  the  main. 
And  fmooth'd  the  thorny  bed  of  pain ; 
The  golden  harp  of  heav'n  (he  ftrung, 
\;id  thus  the'tuneful  goddefs  fung. 

Lovely  Penitent,  arise. 
Come,  and  claim  tliy  kindred  fkies  ; 
Come,  thy  filler-angels  fay. 
Thou  haft  wept  thy  ftains  away. 

Let  experience  now  decide, 
'Twixt  the  good  and  evil  try'd  ; 
In  the  fmooth,  enchanted  ground. 
Say,  unfold  the  treafures  found. 

Strudlures,  rais'd  by  morning"  dreams. 
Sands,  that,  trip  the  flitting  llreams, 
Down,  that  anchors  on  the  air. 
Clouds,  that  paint  their  changes  there. 

Seas,  that  fmoothly  dimpling  lie. 
While  the  ftorm  impends  on  high. 
Showing,  in  an  obvious  glafs, 
Joys,  that  in  poffeffion  pafs  ; 

Tranfient,  fickle,  light,  and  gay, 
Platt'ring,  only  to  betray  ; 
What,  alas,  can  life  contain  ! 
Life,  like  all  its  circles,  vain  ! 

Will  the  ilork,  intending  reft. 
On  the  billow  build  her  neft  ? 
Will  the  bee  demand  his  ftore 
From  the  bleak,  and  bladelefs  fhore  r 

Man  alone,  intent  to  ftray, 

.  JLver  turns  fi-om  wifdom's  way, 

"  Lays 
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Lays  up  wealth  in  foreign  land. 
Sows  the  fea,  and  plows  the  fand. 

Soon  this  elemental  mafs. 
Soon  th'  incumb'ring  world  fliall  pais* 
Porm  be  wrapt  in  wafting  fire. 
Time  be  fpent,  and  life  expire. 

Then,  ye  boafted  works  of  men. 
Where  is  your  afylum  then  ? 
5ons  of  pleafure,  fons  of  care. 
Tell  me,  mortals,  tell  me  where  ? 
Gone,  like  traces  on  the  deep. 
Like  a  fcepter,  grafp'd  in  fleep. 
Dews,  exhal'd  from  morning  glades, 
Melting  fnows,  and  gliding  Ihades. 

Pafs  the  world,  and  what's  behind  ? 
Virtue's  gold,  by  fire  refin'd  ; 
Prom  an  univerfe  deprav'd, 
Froxn  the  wreck  of  nature  fav'd. 
Like  the  life-fupporting  grain, 
Pruit  of  patience,  and  of  pain. 
On  the  fwain's  autumnal  day, 
Winnow'd  from  the  chaff  away. 

Little  trembler,  fear  no  more. 
Thou  haft  plenteous  crops  in  ftore, 
5eed,  by  genial  forrows  fown. 
More  than  all  thy  fcorners  own. 

What  though  hoftile  earth  defplfe, 
Heav'n  beholds  with  gentler  eyes ; 
Heav'n  thy  friendlefs  fteps  fhall  guide, 
Chear  thy  hours,  and  guard  thy  fide. 


When 
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When  the  fatal  trump  Ihall  founds 
When  th'  immortals  pour  around,, 
Heav'n  fhall  thy  return  atteft, 
Hail'd  by  myriads  of  the  blefs'd. 

Little  native  of  the  fkies. 
Lovely  penitent,  arife. 
Calm  thy  bofom,.  clear  thy  brow. 
Virtue  is  thy  filler  now. 

More  delightful  are  my  woes. 
Than  the  rapture,  pleafure  knows ;. 
Richer  far  the  weeds  I  bring. 
Than  the  robes,  that  grace  a  king.. 

On  my  wars,  of  Ihorteft  date. 
Crowns  of  endlefs  triumphs  wait ;. 
On  my  cares,  a  period  blefs'd  ; 
On  my  toils,  eternal  reit. 

Come,  with  virtue  at  thy  fide,. 
Come,  be  every  bar  defy'd, 
'Till  we  gain  our  native  fhore. 
Siller,  come,  and  turn  no  more.. 


!F  A  B  L-E 
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F  A  B  L  E      XVI. 

LOVE,     and    V  A  N  I  T  Y. 

THE  breezy  morning  breatli'd  perfume. 
The  wak'ning  flow'rs  unveii'd  their  bloom^ 
Up  with  the  fun,  from  fhort  rcpofe. 
Gay  health,  and  lufty  labour  rofe. 
The  milkmaid  carol'd  at  her  pail. 
And  fnepherds  whiftled  o'er  the  dale ; 
When  Love,  who  led  a  rural  life,  • 
Remote  from  buflle,  itate,  and  Itrife, 
Forth  from  his  thatch'd-roof  cottage  ftray'dj,   , 
And  ftroll'd  along  the  dewy  glade. 

A  Nymph,  who  lightly  tript  it  by. 
To  quick  attention  turn'd  his  eye  ; 
He  mark'd  the  geiture  of  the  Fair, 
Ker  felf-fufficient  grace,  and  air. 
Her  Iteps,  that  mincing  meant  to  pleafe,    . 
Her  Itudy'd  negligence,  and  eafe  ; 
And,  curious  to  enquire  what  meant 
This  thing  of  prettinefs,  and  paint. 
Approaching  fpoke,  and  bow'd  obfervant : 
The  L^dy,  llightly,— -Sir,  your  fervant. 

Such-beauty  in  fo  rude  a  place  ! 
Fair-one,  you  do  the  country  grace  ; 
At  court,  no  doubt,  the  public  care. 
But  Lcvc  has  fmrJl  acquaintance  there. 


Yes, 
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Yes,  Sir,  reply'd  the  flutt'ring  Dame, 
This  form  confefles  whence  it  came  ; 
But  dear  varietVj  you  know. 
Can  make  us  pride,  and  pomp  forego. 
My  name  is  Vanity.     I  fway 
j  The  utmoll  iflands  of  the  fea  ; 
'  Within  my  court  all  honour  centers, 
I  raife  the  meaneft  foul  that  enters. 
Endow  with  latent  gifts,  and  graces, 
I  And  model  fools  for  pofts  and  places. 
As  Vanity  appoints  at  pleafure. 
The  world  receives  its  v/eight,  and  raeafure  ; 
Hence  all  the  grand  concerns  of  life, 
Joys,  cares,  plagues,  paffions,  peace  and  ftrife. 

Refleft  how  far  my  pow'r  prevails,  , 
Vv'hen  I  ftep  in,  where  nature  fails, 
,  And  every  breach  of  fenfe  repairing, 
;  Am  bounteous  ftill,  where  heav'n  is  fparing. 
j      But  chief  in  all  their  arts,  and  airs, 
j  Their  playing,  painting,  pouts,  and  pray'rs, 
[Their  various  habits,  and  complexions, 
j  Fits,  frolics,  foibles,  and  perfeftions, 
I  Their  robeing,  curling,  and  adorning. 
From  noon  to  night,  from  night  to  morning. 
From  iix  to  fixty,  fick,  or  found, 
U  rule  the  female  world  around. 

Hold  there  a  moment,  Cupid  cry'd. 
Nor  boafl:  dominion  quite  fo  wide  ; 
I  Was  there  no  province  to  invade, 
JBut  that  by  love,  and  meeknefs  fway'd  } 

AH 


I 


raS-  MOORE'S     P  O  E  M  Sv 

-All  other  empire  I  reiign. 

But  be  the  fphcre  of  beauty  mine. 
For  in  the  downy  lawn  of  reft. 

That  opens  on  a  woman's  breaft. 

Attended  by  my  peaceful  train, 

I  chufe  to  live,  and  chufc  to  reign. 
Far-figlited  faith  I  bring  along. 

And  truth,  above  an  army  ftrong. 

And  chartity,  of  icy  mould. 

Within  the  burning  tropics  cold. 

And  lowlinefs,  to  whofe  mild  brow 

The  pow'r  and  pride  of  nations  bow^ 

And  modefty,  with  downcaft  eye. 

That  lends  the  morn  her  virgin  dye. 

And  innocence,  array'd  in  light. 

And  honour,  as  a  tow'r  upright ; 
With  fwcetly  winning  graces,  more 
Than  poets  ever  dreamt  of  yore. 
In  unafFedled  condud;  free. 
All  fmiling  fifters,  three  times  three,. 
And  rofy  peace,  tlie  cherub  blefs'd. 
That  nightly  fmgs  us  all  to  reft. 

Hence,  from  the  bud  of  nature's  prime^ 
From  the  firft  flep  of  infant  time,  |. 

Woman,  the  world's  appointed  light,  ^ 

Has  fkirted  every  fhade  with  white  ; 
Has  flood  for  imitation  high. 
To  every  heart,  and  every  eye  ; 
From  ancient  deeds  of  fair  renown. 
Has  brought  her  bright  memorials  down  j. 
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To  time  affix'd  perpetual  youth, 

And  form'd  each  tale  of  love  and  truth. 

Upon  a  new  Promethean  plan. 
She  moulds  the  effencc  of  a  man. 
Tempers  his  mafs,  his  genius  fires. 
And,  as  a  better  foul,  infpires. 

The  rude  flie  foftens,  v/arm.s  the  cold. 
Exalts  the  meek,  and.  cliecks  the  bold. 
Calls  iloth  from  his  fuplue  repofe, 
Vv'ithin  the  coward's  bofom  glows. 
Of  pride  unplumes  the  lofty  creil. 
Bids  balhful  merit  frand  confefs'd. 
And  like  coarfc  metal  from  the  mines, 
Collefls,  irradiates,  and  refines. 

The  gentle  fcience,  fhe  imparts, 
'All  marmers  fmooths,  informs  all  liearts  ; 
From  her  fvveet  influence  are  felt 
Pafiions  that  pk-afs,  and  thoughts  that  melt ;; 
To  ilormy  rage  fhe  bids  controul. 
And  fmks  ferenely  on  the  foul ; 
Sottens  Deucalion's  flinty  race. 
And  tunes  the  warring  world  to  peace. 

Thus  arm'd.  to  all  that's  light,  and  vain^ 
And  freed  from  thy  fantaftic  chain. 
She  fills  the  fphere,  by  heav'n  affign'd. 
And  rul'd  by  me,  o'er-rules  mankind. 

He  fpoke.     The  Nymph  impatient  llood. 
And  laughing,  thus  her  fpeech  renew'd. 

And  pray,  Sir,^  may  I  be  fo  bold 
To  hope  your  pretty  tale  it  told  ? 

Voi.  LXY.  .K  A.'J* 
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And  next  demand,  without  a  cavil. 

What  new  Utopia  do  you  travel  ? 

Upon  my  word,  thefe  high-flown  fancies 

Shew  depth  of  learning — in  romances. 

Why,  what  unfafhion'd  ftufF  you  tell  us. 

Of  buckram  dames,  and  tiptoe  fellows  ! 

Go,  child  ;  and  when  you're  grown  maturer^. 

You'll  fhoot  your  next  opinion  furer. 
O  fuch  a  pretty  knack  at  painting  ! 

And  all  for  foft'ning,  and  for  fainting  ! 

Guefs  now,  who  can,  a  fingle  feature. 
Through  the  whole  piece  of  female  nature  1 
Then  mark  !  my  loofer  hand  may  fit 
The  lines,  too  coarfe  for  Love  to  hit. 

'Tis  faid  that  woman,  prone  to  changing^, 
Through  all  the  rounds  of  folly  ranging. 
On  life's  uncertain  ocean  riding. 
No  reafon,  rule,  nor  rudder  guiding. 
Is  like  the  comet's  wand'ring  light. 
Eccentric,  ominous,  and  bright, 
Tracklefs,  and  fhifting  as  the  wind, 
A  {ca,  whofe  fithom  none  can  find, 
A  moon,  ftill  changing,  and  revolving, 
A  riddle,  paft  all  human  folving, 
A  blifs,  a  plague,  a  heav'n,  a  hell, 

A fomething,  which  no  man  can  tell. 

Now  learn  a  fecret  from  a  friend. 
But  keep  your  counfcl,  and  attend. 

Though  in  their  tempers  thought  fo  diftant. 
Nor  with  their  fcx,  nor  felves  ccufiftcnt. 
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'Tis  but  the  difF'rence  of  a  name. 

And  every  woman  is  the  fame. 

For  as  the  world,  however  vary'd,- 

And  through  urmumber'd  changes  carry'd,, 

Of  elemental  modes,  and  forms. 

Clouds,  meteors,  colours,  calms,  and  llorms^ 

Though  in  a  thoufaad  fuits  array 'd. 

Is  of  one  fubjeft  matter  made  j 

So,  Sir,  a  woman's  conftitution. 

The  world's  enigma,  finds  folution,. 

And  let  her  form  be  what  you  will, 

I  am  the  fubjeft  effence  flill. 

With  the  firll  fpark  of  female  fenfe,. 
The  fpeck  of  being,  I  commence. 
Within  the  womb  make  frefh  advances. 
And  dictate  future  qualms,  and  fancies  ;. 
Thence  in  the  growing  form  expand. 
With  childhood  travel  hand  in  hand. 
And  give  a  talle  to  all  their  joys. 
In  gewgav/s,  rattles,  pomp,  and  noife. 

And  now,  familiar,  and  unaw'd, 
I  fend  the  flutt'ring  foid  abroad  ; 
•Prais'd  for  her  fhape,  her  face,   her  mienjj. 
The  little  goddefs,  and  the  queen 
Takes  at  her  infant  Ihrine  oblation. 
And  drinks  fweet  draughts  of  adulation. 

Now  blooming,  tall,  ered,  and  fair,. 
To  drefs,  becomes  her  darling  care  j: 
The  realms  of  beauty  then  I  bo^nd, 
I  fwejl  the  koop's  enchanted  round,. 
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Shrink  in  the  waill's  defccnding  fize, 

Heav'd  ia  the  fnowy  borom,  rife. 

High  on  the  floating  lappet  fail, 

Or  curi'd  in  treffes,  kifs  the  gale. 

Then  to  her  glafs  I  lead  the  fair. 

And  {hew  the  lovely  idol  there. 

Where,  ftruck  as  by  divine  emotion. 

She  bows  with  moll  fincere  devotion. 

And  numb'ring  every  beauty  o'er. 

In  fecret  bids  the  world  adore. 

Then  all  for  parking,  and  parading. 

Coquetting)  dancing,  mafquerading. 

For  balls,  plays,  courts,  and  crowds  what  pafllon  ! 

And  churches,  fometimes---if  the  falhion  ; 

For  woman's  fenfe  of  right,  and  wrong. 

Is  rul'd  by  the  almighty  throng  ; 

Still  turns  to  each  meander  tame. 

And  fv^fims  the  ftrav/  of  every  llream. 

Her  foul  intrinfic  worth  rcjedls, 

Accomplifh'd  only  in  defedls. 

Such  excellence  is  her  ambition. 

Folly,  her  wifeft  acquifition. 

And  ev'n  from  pity,  and  difdain, 

Siie'Il  cull  fome  reafon  to  be  vain. 

Thus,  Sir,  from  every  form  and  feature. 
The  wealth,  and  v/ants  of  female  nature. 
And  ev'n  from  vice,  which  you'd  admire, 
I  gather  fewel  to  my  fire. 
And  on  the  very  bafe  of  fnams 
Erect  my  monument  of  fame. 

Let 
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Let  me  another  truth  attempt. 
Of  which  your  godlhip  has  not  dreamt. 

Thofe  fhining  virtues,  which  you  muftcr. 
Whence  think  you  they  derive  their  luftre  ? 
From  native  honour,  and  devotion  ? 

0  yes,  a  mighty  likely  notion  ! 

'Truft  me,  from  titled  dames  to  fpinners, 

'Tis  I  make  faints,  whoe'er  makes  finners  j 

'Tis  I  inftruQ;  them  to  withdraw. 

And  hold  prefumptuous  man  in  awe  ; 

For  female  worth,  as  I  infpire> 

In  jufl  degrees,  ftLlI  m.ounts  the  higher. 

And  virtue,  fo  extremely  nice. 

Demands  long  toil,  and  mighty  price ; 

Like  Sampfon's  pillars,  fix'd  elate, 

J  bear  tlie  fex's  tott'ring  ftate  ; 

Sap  thefe,  and  in  a  moment's  fpace, 

Down  finks  the  fabric  to  its  bafe. 

Alike  from  titles,  and  from  toys, 

1  fpring,  the  fount  of  female  joys  ; 
■;  every  widow,  wife,  and  mifs, 

.  he  fole  artificer  of  blifs. 

,1-  them  es<:hr-tropic  I  explore  ; 
1  cleave  the  fand  of  every  fliore  ; 
To  them  uniting  Indias  fail, 
;  ibsa  breathes  her  fartheft  gale  ; 
.  >»r  them  the  bullion  I  refine, 

!g  fenfe  and  virtue  from  the  mine, 
.i!id  from  the  bowels  of  invention. 
Spin  out  the  various  arts  you  mcmleo^ 
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Nor  biifs  alone  my  pow'rs  bellow. 
They  hold  the  fov'reign  balm  of  woe ; 
Beyond  the  Stoic's  boafted  art, 
I  foothe  the  heavings  of  the  heart ; 
To  pain  give  fplendor,  and  relief. 
And  gild  the  pallid  face  of  grief. 

Alike  the  palace,  and  the  plain 
-Admit  the  glories  of  my  reign  ; 
Through  every  age,  in  every  nation, 
T'afte,  talents,  tempers,  Hate,  and  ftation, 
Whate'er  a  woman  fays,  I  fay  ; 
Whate'er  a  woman  fpends,  I  pay  ; 
Alike  I  fill,  and  empty  bags. 
Platter  in  finery,  and  rags. 
With  light  coqufcts  through  folly  range. 
And  with  the  prude  difdaiu  to  change. 

And  now  you'd  think,  'twixt  you  and  I, 
That  things  were  ripe  for  a  reply — 
But  f^ft,  and  while  I'm  in  the  mood, 
^ndly  permit  me  to  conclude, 
Their  utmoil:  mazes  to  unravel, 
And  touch  the  farthefl  ftep  they  travel. 

When  every  pleafure's  run  a-ground. 
And  folly  tlr'd  throuj^h  many  a  round : 
The  nym_ph,  conceiving  difcontcnt  hence. 
May  ripen  to  an  hour's  repentance, 
-And  vapours,  flied  in  pious  moifture, 
Difmifs  her  to  a  church,  or  cloyiler ; 
Then  on  1  lead  h^r,  v.'ith  devotion 
Confpicuous  in  her  drefsj  and  motion» 
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fnfpire  the  heav'nly-breathing  air. 
Roll  up  the  lucid  eye  in  pray'r, 
Soften  the  voice,  and  in  the  face 
Look  melting  harmony,  and  grace. 

Thus  far  extends  my  friendly  pow'r. 
Nor  quits  her  in  her  lateft  hour  ; 
The  couch  of  decent  pain  I  fpread. 
In  form  recline  hei'  languid  head. 
Her  thoughts  I  methodize  in  death. 
And  part  not,  with  her  parting  breath  , 
Then  do  I  fet,  in  order  bright, 
A  length  of  fuaeral  pomp  to  fight. 
The  glitt'ring  tapers,  and  attire. 
The  plumes,  that  whiten  o'er  her  bier  j 
And  lail,  prcfenting  to  her  eye 
Angelic  fineries  on  high. 
To  fcenes  of  painted  blifs  I  waft  her. 
And  form  the  heav'n  fhe  hopes  hereafter- 

In  truth,  rejoin'd  Love's  gentle  God, 
You've  gone  a  tedious  length  of  road. 
And  ftrange,  in  all  the  toilfome  way. 
No  houfe  of  kind  refrelhment  lay. 
No  nymph,  wliofe  virtues  might  have  tempted 
To  hold  her  from  her  fex  exempted. 

For  one,  vv^e'll  never  quarrel,  man  j 
Take  her,  aiid  keep  her,  if  you  can  ; 
And  pleas'd  I  yield  to  your  petition. 
Since  every  fair,  by  fuch  permiffion. 
Will  hold  hcrDlf  the  one  felefted. 
And  fo  my  fyiliesi  llands  protefted, 

K^  ^  O,  deaf 
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O,  deaf  to  virtue,  deaf  to  glorv. 
To  truths  divinely  A'^ouch'd  in  Itory  ! 
The  Godhead  in  his  zeal  return'd. 
And  kindling  at  her  malice  burn'd. 
Then  Avestly  rais'd  his  voice,  and  told 
Of  heav'nly  nymphs,  rever'd  of  old  , 
Hypfipile,  who  fav'd  her  fire  ; 
And  Portia's  Jove,  approv'd  by  fire. 
Alike  Penelope  was  quoted. 
Nor  laurel'd  Daphne  pafs'  unnoted. 
Nor  Laodamia's  fatal  garter, 
JNor  fam'd  Lucretia,  honour's  martyr, 
Alcefte's  voluntary  fteel. 
And  Catherine,  fmiUng  on  the  wheel. 

But  who  can  hope  to  plant  conviftion 
Where  cavil  grows  on  contradiction  ? 
Some  ilie  evades  or  difavows. 
Demurs  to  all,  and  none  allows  ; 
A  kind  of  ancient  things,  cali'd  fables! 
And  thus  the  Goddefs  turn'd  the  tables. 

Now  both  in  argument  grew  high. 
And  choler  flafh'd  from  either  eye ; 
:Nor  wonder  each  refus'd  to  yield 
The  conqueil:  of  fo  fair  a  field. 

Vvhen  happily  arriv'd  in  view 
A  Goddefs,  v.iiom  our  grandames  knev/-. 
Of  afpeft  grave,  and  fober  gaite, 
Majeftic,  avveful,  and  fedate. 
As  heav'n's  autumnal  eve  ferene. 
When  not  a  cloud  e'ercafls  the  fcene-: 
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Once  Prudence  call'd,  a  matron  fam'd. 
And  in  old  Rome,  Cornelia  nam'd. 

Quick  at  a  venture,  both  agree 
To  leave  their  firife  to  her  decree. 

And  now  by  each  the  fa^s  were  dated. 
In  form  and  manner  as  related  : 
The  cafe  was  fhort.     They  crav'd  opinion. 
Which  held  o'er  females  chief  dominion  ? 
V/hen  thus  the  Goddefs,  anAvering  mild, 
Firft  fhook  her  gracious  head,  and  Imil'd. 

Alas,  how  willing  to  comply. 
Yet  how  unfit  a  judge  am  I ! 
In  times  of  golden  date,  'tis  true, 
J  fliar'd  the  fickle  fex  with  you,  - 
But  from  their  prefence  long  precluded. 
Or  held  as  one,  whofe  form  intruded. 
Full  fifty  annual  funs  can  tell. 
Prudence  has  bid  the  fex  farewell. 

In  this  dilemma  what  to  do. 
Or  who  to  think  of,  neither  knew ; 
For  both,  ftill  biafs'd  in  opinion, 
.'\nd  arrogant  of  fole  dominion, 
V/ere  forc'd  to  hold  the  cafe  compounded. 
Or  leave  the  quarrel  where  they  found  it. 

When  in  the  nick,  a  rural  fair. 
Of  inexperienc'd  gaite,  and  air. 
Who  ne'er  had  crofs'd  the  neighb'ring  lake. 
Nor  feen  the  world  beyond  a  wake. 
With  cambrick  coif,  and  kerchief  clean, 
Tript  lightly  by  them  o'er  the  green, 

No\v> 
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Now,  now !  cry'd  Love's  triumphant  Child* 
And  at  approacliing  conqueft  fmil'd. 
If  Vanity  will  once  be  guided. 
Our  difF'rence  may  be  foon  decided  ; 
Behold  yon  wench  ;  a  fit  occafion 
To  try  your  force  of  gay  perfuafion. 
Go  you,  while  I  retire  aloof. 
Go,  put  thofe  boafted  pow'rs  to  proof; 
And  if  your  prevalence  of  art 
Tranfcends  my  yet  unerring  dart, 
I  give  the  fav'rite  conteft  o'er. 
And  ne'er  will  boafl:  my  empire  more. 

At  once,  fo  faid,  and  fo  confented ; 
And  well  our  Goddefs  feem'd  contented  j 
Nor  pauling,  made  a  moment's  ftand, 
JBut  tript,  and  took  the  girl  in  hand. 

Mean  while  the  Godhead,  unalarm'd. 
As  one  to  each  occafion  arm'd. 
Forth  from  his  quiver  cuU'd  a  dart. 
That  erft  had  vvounded  many  a  heart ; 
Then,  bending,  drew  it  to  the  head  ; 
The  bovv-ftring  tuang'd,  the  arrow  fled. 
And,  to  her  iecret  foul  addrefs'd, 
Transfix'd  the  whitenefs  of  her  breall. 

But  here  the  Dame,  whofe  guardian  care 
Had  to  a  moment  watch'd  the  fair. 
At  once  her  pocket  mirror  drew. 
And  held  the  wonder  full  in  view ; 
As  quickly,  rang'd  in  order  bright. 
A  thoufand  beautks  rulh  to  fi^ht ; 

A  world 
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A  world  of  charms,  till  now  unknown, 
A  world,  reveal'd  to  her  alone  : 
Enraptur'd  ftands  the  lov^e-flck  maid, 
Sufpended  o'er  the  darling  fhade. 
Here  only  iixes  to  admire. 
And  centers  everv  fond  deiire. 


END    OT    FABLES    FOR    THE    LADIXS, 


MISCELLANEOUS    POEMS, 


A 

HYMN    to    POVERTY, 

O  POVERTY!  thou  fource  of  human  art. 
Thou  great  infpirer  of  the  poet's  fong ! 
In  vain  Apollo  didates,  and  the  Nine 
Attend  in  vain,  unlefs  thy  mighty  hand 
Direft  the  tuneful  lyre.     Without  thy  aid 
The  canvas  breathes  no  longer.     Mufic's  charms, 
Uninfluenc'd  by  thee,  forget  to  pleafe  : 
Thou  giv'il  the  organ  found  ;  by  thee  the  flute 
Breathes  harmony  ;  the  tuneful  viol  owns 
Thy  pow'rful  touch.     The  warbling  voice  is  thine  : 
Thou  gav'ft  to  Nicolini  every  grace. 
And  every  charm  to  Farinelli's  fong. 
By  thee  the  lawyer  pleads.     The  foldier's  arm 
Is  nerv'd  by  thee.     Thy  pow'r  the  gown-man  feels. 
And,  urg'd  by  thee,  unfolds  heav'n's  myftic  truths. 
The  haughty  fair,  that  fvvells  with  proud  difdain. 
And  fmiles  at  mifchiefs,  which  her  eyes  have  made. 
Thou  humbleft  to  fubmit  and  blefs  mankind. 
Hail,  Pow'r  omnipotent  !   Me  uninvok'd 
Thou  deign' ft  to  vifit,  far,  alas !  unfit 

To 
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To  bear  thy  awful  prefence.     O,  retire  ! 
At  diftance  let  me  view  thee  ;  left  too  nigh, 
I  finlc  beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  face  ! 


THE 
LOVER    and    the     FRIEND. 

OTHOU,  for  whom  my  lyre  I  ftring. 
Of  whom  I  fpeak,  and  think,  and  fmg  ! 
Thou  conftant  objedt  of  my  joys, 
Whcfe  fweetnefs  every  wilh  employs  1 
Thou  deareft  of  thy  fex  attend. 
And  hear  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 

Fear  not  t]\e  poet's,  flatt'ring  ftrain ; 
No  idle  praife  my  verfe  ftiall  ftain  ; 
The  lowly  numbers  Jliall  impart 
The  faithful  didates  of  my  heart. 
Nor  humble  modefty  oiFend, 
And  part  the  Lover  from  the  Friend.. 

Not  dillant  is  the  cruel  day. 
That  tears  me  from  my  hopes  away  ;, 
Ihen  frown  not,  faireft,  if  I  try 
To  fteal  the  moifture  from  your  eye. 
Or  force  your  heart  a  figh  to  fend. 
To  mourn  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 


No 
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No  perfeft  joy  my  life  e'er  knew. 
But  what  arofe  from  love  and  you  ; 
Nor  can  I  fear  another  pain 
Than  your  unkindnefs,  or  difdain  : 
Then  let  your  looks  their  pity  lend. 
To  cheer  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 

Whole  years  I  ftroveagainft  the  flame> 
And  fufFer'd  ills,  that  want  a  name  j 
Yet  ftill  the  painful  fecret  kept. 
And  to  myfelf  in  filencc  wept  ; 
Till  grown  unable  to  contend, 
I  own'd  the  Lover  and  the  Friend.. 

I  faw  you  fHll.     Your  gen'rous  heart 
In  all  my  forrows  bore  a  part ; 
Yet  while  your  eyes  with  pity  glow'd. 
No  words  of  hope  your  tongas  beliow'd. 
But  mUdly  bid  me  ceafe  to  blend 
The  name  of  Lover  with  the  Friend. 

Sick  with  defire,  and  mad  with  pain, 
J.  feek  for  happinefs  in  vain  : 
Thou  lovely  maid,  to  thee  I  cry. 
Heal  me  v/ith  kindnefs,  or  I  die'! 
From  fad  defpair  my  foul  defend. 
And  fix  the  Lover  and  the  Friend. 

Curi'd 
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Curs'd  be  all  wealth  that  can  deftro;^ 
My  utmoft  hope  of  earthly  joy  I 
Thy  gifts,  O  Fortune  !  I  refign. 
Let  her  and  poverty  be  mine  1 
And  every  year  that  life  fhall  lend. 
Shall  blefs  the  Lover  and  the  Friend., 

In  vain,  alas !  in  vain  I  ftrive 
To  keep  a  dying  hope  alive  ; 
The  lait  fad  remedy  remains,- 
*Tis  abfence  that  mufi  heal  my  pains^ 
Thy  image  from  my  bofom  rend. 
And  force  the  Lover  from  the  Friend. 

Vain  thought !   though  feas  between  us  roll^ 
Thy  love  is  rooted  in  my  foul ; 
The  vital  blood  that  warms  my  heart 
With  thy  idea  muft  depart. 
And  death's  decilive  ftroke  mull:  end 
At  once  the  Lover  and  the  Friends 


SONGS. 
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SONG    the    FIRST. 


I. 

'  HUS  I  faid  to  my  heart,  in-a  pet  t'other  day, 
1  had  rather  be  hang'd  than  go  moping  this  way  ; 
No  throbbings,  no  wifhes  your  m^oments  employ. 
But  you  fleep  in  my  breafl  without  motion  or  joy. 


T 


II. 

When  Cloe  perplex'd  me  'twas  fweeter  by  half. 
And  at  Thais's  wiles  I  could  often-tiraes  laugh  ; 
Your  burnings  and  akings  I  ftrove  not  to  cure. 
Though  one  was  a  jilt,  and  the  other  a  whore. 

III. 

When  I  walk'd  up  the  Mall,  or  flroll'd  thro'  the  ftreet. 
Not  a  petticoat  brufh'd  me,  but  then  you  could. beat. 
Or  if  bang  went  the  hoop  againll  corner  or  poll. 
In  the  magical  round  you  were  lure  .•*  be  loft. 

Vol.  L XV.  L  IV.  But- 
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IV. 
But  now  if  a  nymph  goes  as  naked  as  Eve, 
Like  Adam,  unfallen,  you  never  perceive  ; 
Or  the  feat  of  delight  if  the  tippet  fliould  hide. 
You  tempt  not  my  fingers  to  draw  it  afide. 

V. 
Is  it  caution,  or  dread,  or  the  froft  of  old  age. 
That  inclines  you  with  beauty  no  more  to  engage  ? 
Tell  me  quickly  the  caufe,  for  it  makes  me  quite  mad. 
In  the  fummer's  gay  feafon  to  fee  you  fo  fad. 

VI.    • 

Have  a  care,  quoth  my  heart,  how  you  tempt  me  to  ftray ; 

He  that  hunts  down  a  woman,  mull  run  ad d  way  : 

Like  a  hare  fhe  can  wind,  or  hold  out  with  the  fox. 
And,  fecure  in  the  chace,  her  purfuers  Ihe  mocks. 

VII. 

For  Cloe  I  burnt  with  an  innocent  flame. 
And  beat  to  the  mufic  that  breath'd  out  her  name  ; 
Three  fummers  flew  over  the  caftles  I  built. 
And  beheld  me  a  fool,  and  my  goddefs  a  jilt. 

VIII. 

Next  Thais,  the  v/anton,  my  wlfhes  employ'd. 
And  the  kind  one  repair'd  what  the  cruel  deftroy'd  : 
Like  Shadrach,  I  liv'd  in  a  furnace  of  fire. 
But,  unlike  him,  was  fcorch'd,  and  compell'd  to  retire. 

JX.  Recruited 


S    O    N    (T    S, 

IX. 

Recruited  once  more,  I  forgot  all  my  pain. 
And  was  jilted,  and  burnt,  and  bedevil'd  again  ; 
Not  a  petticoat  fring'd,  or  the  heel  of  a  fhoe. 
Ever  pafs'd  you  by  day-light^,  but  at  it  1  flew. 

X. 

Thus  jilted,  and  wounded,,  and  burnt  to  a  coal. 
For  reft  I  retreated  again  to  be  whole ; 
But  your  eyes,  ever  open  to  lead  me  aftray. 
Have  beheld  a  new  face,  and  command  me  away. 

XI. 
But  remember,  in  whatever  flames  I  may  burn,. 
'Twill  be  folly  to  afk  for,  or  wifli  my  return  ; 
Neither  Thais,  nor  Cloe,  again  fhall  en  flame. 
But  a  nymph  more  provoking  than  all  you  can  name. 

XII. 
This  faid,  with  a  bound  from  my  bofom  he  flew  ; 
O,  Phillis  !  thefe  eyes  faw  him  polling  to  you  ; 
Enflav'd  by  your  wit,  he  grows  fond  of  his  chain,. 
And  vows  I  Hiall  never  polTefs  him.  again. 


^%T 
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SONG    the    SECOND. 

Collin. 

BE  ftill,  O  ye  winds,  and  attentive,  ye  fwains, 
'Tis  Phebe  invites,  and  replies  to  my  {trains ; 
The  fun  never  rofe  on,  fearch  all  the  world  through, 
A  fliepherd  fo  bleft,  or  a  fair  one  fo  true. 

Phebe. 
Glide  foftly,  ye  ftreams,  O  ye  nymphs,  round  me  throng, 
'Tis  Collin  commands,  and  attends  to  my  fong ; 
Search  all  the  world  over,  you  never  can  find 
A  maiden  fo  bleft,  or  a  Ihepherd  fo  kind. 

Both. 
'Tis  love,  like  the  fun,  that  gives  light  to  the  year. 
The  fweeteft  of  blefTmgs  that  life  can  endear  ; 
Our  pleafures  it  brightens,  drives  forrow  away. 
Gives  joy  to  the  night,  and  enlivens  the  day. 

Collin. 
With  Phebe  befide  me,  the  feafons  how  gay  ! 
Then  Winter's  bleak  months  feem  as  pleafant  as  May  ; 
The  Summer's  gay  verdure  fprings  ftill  as  ftie  treads. 
And  linnets  and  nightingales  fing  through  the  meads. 

Phebe. 
V/hen  Collin  is  abfent  'tis  Winter  all  round. 
How  faint  is  the  funfliine,  how  barren  the  ground  ! 
inftead  of  the  linnet  and  nightingale's  fong, 
I  hear  the  hoarfe  raven  croak  all  the  day  long. 

Both. 
'Tk  love,  like  tlie  fun,  &c.    . 

Collin. 
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Colli  n. 
O'er  hill,  dale  and  valley  my  Phebe  and  I 
Together  will  wander,  and  love  fhall  be  by  : 
Her  Collin  fhall  guard  her  fafe  all  the  long  day. 
And  Phebe  at  night  all  his  pains  fhall  repay. 

Phebe. 
By  moonlight,  when  fhadows  glide  over  the  plain. 
His  kifTes  fhall  chear  me,  his  arm  Ihall  fullain  ; 
The  dark  haunted  grove  I  can  trace  without  fear. 
Or  fleep  in  a  church-yard,  if  Collin  is  near. 

Both. 
'Tis  love,  like  the  fun,  &c. 

Collin^ 
Ye  faepherds  that  wanton  it  over  the  plain, 
Ho^v  fleeting  your  tranfports,  how  lafting  your  pain  1 
Inconftancy  fhun,  and  reward  the  kind  fhe. 
And  learn  to  be  happy  of  Phebe  and  me. 

Phebe. 
Ye  nymphs,  who  the  pleafures  of  love  never  try'd. 
Attend  to  my  il:rains,  and  take  me  for  your  guide ; 
Your  hearts  keep  from  pride  and  inconilancy  free. 
And  learn  to  be  happy  of  Collin  and  me. 

Both. 
'Tis  love,  like  the  fun,  that  gives  light  to  the  year. 
The  fweetell  of  bleflings  that  life  can  endear  ; 
Our  pleafures  it  brightens,  drives  forrow  away. 
Gives  joy  to  the  night,  and  enlivens  the  day. 

L  3  SONG 
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SONG    the    THIRD. 
I. 

S  Phillis  the  gay,  at  the  break  of  the  day, 
Went  forth  to  the  meadows  a  maymg, 
A  clown  lay  afleep  by  a  river  fo  deep. 
That  round  in  meanders  was  ftraying. 
II. 
^is  bofom  was  bare,  and  for  whitenefs  fo  rare. 

Her  heart  it  was  gone  without  warning. 
With  cheeks  of  fuch  hue,  that  the  rofe  wet  with  dew. 
Ne'er  look'd  half  fo  frefli  in  a  morning. 
III. 
•She  culi'd  the  new  hay,  and  down  by  him  Ihe  lay. 

Her  wilhes  too  warm  for  difguifing  ; 
She  play'd  with  his  eyes,  till  he  wak'd  in-furprize. 
And  blulh'd  like  the  fun  at  liis  rifmg. 
IV. 
She  fung  him  a  fong,  as  he  leant  on  his  prong. 

And  relied  her  arm  on  his  Ihoulder  ; 
She  prefs'd  his  coy  cheek  to  her  bofom  fo  fleek. 
And  taught  his  two  arms  to  infold  her. 
V. 
The  ruftic  grown  kind,  by  a  kifs  told  his  mind. 

And  calPd  her  his  dear  and  his  bleffing  : 
Together  they  ilray'd,  and  fung,  frolick'd,  and  play'd. 
And  what  they  did  more  there's  no  gueffing. 

SONG 
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SONG    the    FOURTH. 

He. 

LE  T  rakes  for  pleafure  range  the  town,. 
Or  mifers  doat  on  golden  guineas. 
Let  plenty  fmilc,  or  fortune  frown. 

The  fweets  of  love  are  mme  and  Jenny's. 

She. 
Let  wanton  maids  indulge  defire. 

How  foon  the  fleeting  pleafure  gone  is  ! 
The  joys  of  virtue  never  tire. 

And  fuch  Ihall  itill  be  mine  and  johnny 'j. 

Both. 

Together  let  us  Xport  and  play. 

And  live  in  pleafure  where  no  fm  is  ; 
The  priell  ihall  tie  the  knot  to-day. 

And  wedlock's  bands  make  Johnny  Jenny's. 

He. 
Let  roving  fwains  vouncr  hearts  invade. 

The  pleafure  ends  in  fliame  and  folly  ; 
-So  Willy  woo'd,  and  then  betray'd 

The  poor,  believing,  firnplo  TJolly. 

She. 
So  Lucy  lov'd,  and  lightly  toy'd. 

And  laugh'd  at  harmlefs  maids  who  marry  ; 
Uut  now  fne  finds  her  flieplierd  cloy'd. 
And  chides  too  late  her  faithlefs  Harry. 

L  4  Both. 
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Both. 
But  we'll  together  fport  and  play. 

And  live  in  pleafure  where  no  fin  is ; 
The  prieft  fhall  tie  the  knot  to-day. 

And  wedlock's  bands  make  Johnny  Jenny's. 
He. 
By  cooling  fireams  our  flocks  we'll  feed. 

And  leave  deceit  to  knaves  and  ninnies  ; 
Or  fondly  ftray  where  love  ihall  lead. 

And  every  joy  be  mine  and  Jenny's^ 
She. 
Let  guilt  the  faithlefs  bofom  fright. 

The  conftant  heart  is  always  bonny  ; 
Content,  and  peace,  and  fweet  delight. 

And  love  Ihall  live  with  me  and  Johnny. 

BOT  H. 

Together  ftill  we'll  fport  and  play. 
And  live  in  pleafare  where  no  fm  is ; 

The  prieft  fliall  tie  the  knot  to-day. 

And  wedlock's  bands  make  Johnny  Jenny's. 


SONG 
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SONG    the    FIFTH. 
I. 

STAND  round,  my  brave  boys,  with  heart  and  with 
voice. 
And  all  in  full  chorus  agree ; 
We'll  fight  for  our  king,  and  as  loyally  fing. 
And  let  the  world  know  we'll  be  free. 
Chorus. 
The  rebels  Ihall  fly,  as  with  fhouts  we  draw  nigh. 

And  echo  fliall  viftory  ring  ; 
Then  fafe  from  alarms,  we'll  reft  on  our  arms. 
And  chorus  it,  long  live  the  king  1 
II. 
Then  commerce  once  more  fhall  bring  wealth  to  cur 
fhore. 
And  plenty  and  peace  blefs  the  ifle  ; 
The  peafant  ihall  quaff  off  his  bowl  with  a  laugh. 
And  reap  the  fweet  fruits  of  his  toil. 
Chorus, 
The  rebels,  &c. 

III. 
Kind  love  fhall  repay  the  fatigues  of  the  day. 

And  melt  us  to  fofter  alarms ; 
Coy  Phillis  Ihall  burn  at  her  foldier's  return. 
And  blefs  the  brave  youth  in  her  arms. 
Chorus. 
The  rebels  fhall  fly,  as  with  fhouts  we  draw  nigh) 

And  echo  fhall  vidlory  ring  ; 
Then  fafe  from  alarms,  we'll  reft  on  our  arms. 

And  chorus  it,  lone  live  the  king  ! 

SONG 
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SONG    the     SIXTH. 

I. 

To  make  tlie  wife  kind,  and  to  keep  the  houfe  ftill. 
You  muft  be  of  her  mind,  let  her  fay  what  fhe 
will; 
In  all  that  flie  does  you  muft  give  her  her  way, 
Por  tell  her  Ihe's  wrong,  and  you  lead  her  aftray^ 

C  HO  R  u  s. 
Then,  hufeands,  take  care,  of  fufpicion  beware. 
Your  wives  may  be  true,  if  you  fancy  they  are  ; 
With  confidence  truft  them,  and  be  not  fuch  elves. 
As  to  make  by  your  jealoufy  horns  for  yourfelves. 

II. 
Abroad  all  the  day  if  fhe  chufes  to  roam. 
Seem  pleas'd  with  her  abfence,  {he'll  figh  to  come  home ; 
The  man  fhe  likes  beil,  and  longs  moft  to  get  at. 
Be  fure  to  commend,  and  (he'll  hate  him  for  that. 

Chorus, 
Then,  hulbands.  Sec. 

III. 
What  virtues  fhe  has,  you  may  fafely -oppofe. 
Whatever  her  follies  are,  praife  her  for  thofe ; 
Applaud  all  her  fchemes  that  ihe  lays  for  a  man. 
For  accufe  her  of  vice,  and  flae'U  iin  if  Ihe  can. 

Chorus. 
Then,  hufbands,  take  care,  of  fufpicion  beware. 
Your  wives  may  be  true,  if  you  fancy  they  are  ; 
With  confidence  truft  them,  and  be  not  fuch  elves. 
As  to  make  by  your  jealoufy  horns  for  yourfelves, 

SONG 
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SONG     the    SEVENTH. 

D  A   M  0  K . 

HARK,  hark,  o'er  the  plains  how  the  merry  bells 
ring, 
Afleep  while  my  charmer  is  laid ! 
The  village  is  up,  and  the  day  on  the  wing. 
And  Phillis  may  yet  die  a  maid. 

P  H  1  L  L  I  s. 

'Tis  hardly  yet  day,  and  I  cannot  away^ 

O,  Damon,  I'm  young  and  afraid  ; 
To-morrow,  my  dear,  I'll  to  church  without  fear. 

But  let  me  to-night  lie  a  maid. 

D  A  M  ON. 

The  bride-maids  are  met,  and  mamma's  on  the  fret. 

All,  all  my  coy  Phillis  upbraid  ; 
Come  open  the  door,  and  deny  me  no  more. 

Nor  cry  to  live  longer  a  maid. 
Phillis. 
Dear  Ihepherd,  forbear,  and  to-morrow  I  fwear. 

To-morrow  I'll  not  be  afraid ; 
I'll  open  the  door,  and  deny  you  no  more. 

Nor  cry  to  live  longer  a  maid. 
D  A  w  o  N . 
•No,  no,  Phillis,  no,  on  that  bofom  of  fnow 

To-night  fhall  your  Ihepherd  be  laid ; 
Bv  morning  my  dear  fhall  be  eas'd  of  her  fear. 

Nor  grieve  fhe's  no  longer  a  maid. 

Phillis. 
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Then  open  the  door,  'twas  unbolted  before. 

His  blifs  filly  Damon  delay'd  ; 
To  church  let  us  go,  and  if  there  I  fay  no, 

O  then  let  me  die  an  old  maid. 


SONG     the    EIGHTH. 

I. 

T.HAT  Jenny's  my  friend,  my  delight,  and  my 
pride, 
I  always  have  boafted,  and  feek  not  to  hide  ; 
I  dwell  on  her  praifes  wherever  I  go. 
They  fay  I'm  in  love,  but  I  anfwer  no,  no, 

II. 

At  ev'ning  oft-times  with  what  pleafure  I  fee 
A  note  from  her  hand,  "  I'll  be  with  you  at  tea  !" 
My  heart  how  it  bounds,  when  I  hear  her  below  ! 
But  fay  not  'tis  love,  for  I  anfwer  no,  no. 

III. 

She  fmgs  me  a  fong,  and  I  echo  each  ftrain. 
Again  I  cry,  Jenny  !  fweet  Jenny,  again  ! 
1  kifs  her  foft  lips,  as  if  there  I  could  grow. 
And  fear  I'm  in  love,  though  I  anfwer  no,  no. 

IV.  She 
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IV. 
She  tells  me  her  faults,  as  fhe  fits  on  my  knee, 
I  chide  her,  and  fwear  ihe's  an  angel  to  me  : 
My  fhoulder  fhe  taps,  and  ftill  bids  me  think  fo ; 
Who  knows  but  fhe  loves,  though  fhe  tells  me  no,  no  ? 

V. 
Yet  fuch  is  my  temper,  fo  dull  am  I  grown, 
I  afk  not  Her  heart,  but  would  conquer  my  own  ; 
Her  bofom's  foft  peace  fhall  I  feek  to  o'erthrow. 
And  wifh  to  perfuade,  while  I  anfwer  no,  no  ? 

VI. 
From  beauty,  and  v,n.t,  and  good-humour,  ah  !  why 
Should  prudence  advife,  and  compel  me  to  fly  ? 
Thy  bounties,  O  Fortune  !  make  hafte  to  beftow. 
And  let  me  deferve  her,  or  ftill  I  fay  no. 


SONG 
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SONG    the    N  I  N  T  H. 

I. 

YO  U  tell  me  I'm  handfome,  I  know  not  how  true^ 
And  eafy,  and  chatty,  aud  gcod-humour'd  too  ;. 
That  my  lips  are  as  r«d  as  the  roie-bud  in  June, 
And  my  voice,  like  the  nig^itingale's,  fweetly  in  tune  ;. 
All  this  has  been  told  me  by  twenty  before. 
But  he  that  would  win  me,  mult  flatter  me  more. 

II. 

If  beauty  from  virtue  receive  no  fupply. 
Or  prattle  from  prudence,  how  wanting  am  I  ! 
My  cafe  and  good-humour  fhort  raptures  will  bring,. 
And  my  voice,  like  the  nightingale's,  know  but  a  fpring. 
For  charms  fuch  as  thefe  then,  your  praifes  give  o'er. 
To  love  me  for  life,  you  muft  love  me  for  more. 

m. 

Then  talk  to  me  not  of  a  fhape  or  an  air,„ 
For  Cloe,  the  wanton,  can  rival  me  there  : 
'Tis  virtue  alone  that  makes  beauty  look  gay. 
And  brightens  good-humour,  as  funfhine  the  day  j 
For  that  if  you  love  me,  your  flame  fliall  be  true. 
And  I,  in  my  turn,  may  be  taught  to  love  too. 


SO  N  G 
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SONG    the    TENTH. 
I. 

HO  W  bleft  has  my  time  been,  what  days  have  I 
known. 
Since  wedlock's  foft  bondage  made  JefTe  my  own  1 
So  joyful  my  heart  is,  fo  eafy  my  chain. 
That  freedom  is  taftelefs,  and  roving  a  pain. 

II. 
Through  walks,  grown  with  woodbines,  as  often  we 

ftray. 
Around  us  our  boys  and  girls  frolic  and  play  ; 
How  pleafmg  their  fport  is  the  wanton  ones  fee. 
And  borrow  their  looks'  from  my  JefTe  and  me. 

III. 
To  try  her  fweet  temper  fometimes  am  I  feen 
In  revels  aU  day  with  the  nymphs  of  the  green  ; 
Though  painful  my  abfence,  my  doubts  fhe  beguiles. 
And  meets  me  at  night  with  compliance  and  fmiles. 

IV. 
What  though  on  her  cheek  the  rofe  lofes  its  hue. 
Her  eafe  and  good-humour  bloom  all  the  year  through . 
Time  ftill  as  he  flies  brings  increafe  to  her  truth. 
And  gives  to  her  mind  what  he  fteals  from  her  youth. 

V. 
Ye  fhepherds  fo  gay,  who  make  love  to  enfnare. 
And  cheat  with  falfe  vows  the  too  credulous  fair. 
In  fearch  of  true  pleafure  how  vainly  you  roam  1 
To  hold.it  for  life,  you  mull  find  it  at  home. 

SONG 
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SONG     the    ELEVENTH. 

I. 

ARK!  hark !   'tis  a  voice  from  the  tomb  I 
Come,  Lucy,  it  cries,  come  away ; 
The  grave  of  thy  Collin  has  room. 

To  reft  thee  befide  his  cold  clay. 
I  come,  my  dear  fnepherd,  I  come  ; 

Ye  friends  and  companions,  adieu  j 
'  I  halte  to  my  Collin's  dark  home. 
To  die  on  his  bofom  fo  true. 
IL 
All  mournful  the  midnight  bell  rung. 

When  Lucy,  fad  Lucy  arofe ; 
And  forth  to  the  green-turf  (he  fprung. 
Where  Collin's  pale  afhes  repofe. 
All  wet  with  the  night's  chilling  dew. 

Her  bofom  embrac'd  the  cold  ground. 
While  ftormy  winds  over  her  blew. 

And  night-ravens  croak'd  all  around. 
III. 
How  long,  my  lov'd  Collin,  (he  cry'd. 

How  long  muft  thy  Lucy  complain  ? 
How  long  ihall  the  grave  my  love  hide  ? 

How  long  ere  it  join  us  again  ? 
For  thee  thy  fond  fhepherdefs  liv'd. 

With  thee  o'er  the  world  would  fhe  fly. 
For  thee  has  (he  forrow'd  and  griev'd. 
For  thee  would  fhe  lie  down  and  die. 

IV.  Alas  I 
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IV. 
Alas !  what  avails  it  how  dear 

Thy  Lucy  was  once  to  her  fwain  ! 
Her  face  like  the  lily  fo  fair. 

And  eyes  that  gave  light  to  the  plain  t 
The  ihepherd  that  lov'd  her  is  gone. 

That  face  and  thofe  eyes  charm  no  more^ . 
And  Lucy  forgot  and  alone. 

To  death  lliall  her  Collin  deplore. 

V. 
While  thus  (he  lay  funk  in  defpair> 

And  moum'd  to  the  echoes  around, 
Inflam'd  all  at  once  grew  the  air. 

And  thunder  Ihook  dreadful  the  ground  :  " 
I  hear  the  kind-calj>  and  obey,. 

Oh,  Collin,  receive  me,  fhe  cry'd  ! 
Then  breathing  a  groan  o'er  his  clay. 

She  hung  on  his  tomb-ftone  and  dy'd. 


Vol.  hXV,  M  SON  G 
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SONG    the    TWELFTH. 

I. 

FOR  a  Ihape  and  a  bloom,  and  an  air  and  a  mien, 
Myrtilla  was  brighteft  of  all  the  gay  green  ; 
But  artfully  wild,  and  afFefledly  coy, 
Thofe  her  beauties  invited,  her  pride  would  deflrov. 

11. 

By  the  flocks  as  flie  ftray'd  with  the  nymphs  of  the  vale. 
Not  a  fhepherd  but  woo'd  her  to  hear  her  foft  tale  ; 
Though  fatal  the  palTion,  fhe  laugh'd  at  the  fwain. 
And  return'd  with  negleft,  what  Ihe  heard  with  difdain. 

III. 
But  beauty  has  wings  and  too  haflily  flies. 
And  love  unrewarded,  foon  fickens  and  dies. 
The  nymph  cur'd  by  time  of  her  folly  and  pride. 
Now  fighs  in  her  turn  for  the  blifs  flie  denied. 

IV. 
No  longer  fhe  frolicks  it  wide  o'er  the  plain. 
To  kill  with  her  coynefs  the  languifhing  fwain ; 
So  humbled  her  pride  is,  fo  foftened  her  mind. 
That,  though  courted  by  none,  (he  to  all  would  be  kind. 


SONG      I 
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SONG    the    THIRTEENTH. 
I. 

WHEN  Damon  languifh'd  at  my  feet. 
And  I  believ'd  him  true. 
The  moments  of  delight  how  fweet ! 

But  ah  !  how  fwift  they  flew  ! 
The  funny  hill,  the  flow'ry  vale. 

The  garden  and  the  grove. 
Have  echo'd  to  his  ardent  tale. 
And  vows  of  endlefs  love. 

II.      - 

The  conquefl  gain'd,  he  left  his  prize 

He  left  her  to  complain  ; 
To  talk  of  joy  with  weeping  eyes. 

And  meafure  time  by  pain. 
But  heaven  will  take  the  mourner's  part. 

In  pity  to  defpair  ; 
And  the  laft  figh  that  rends  the  heart. 

Shall  waft  the  fpirit  there. 
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THE 

N  U  N  ; 

A     CANTATA. 

RECITATIVE. 

OF  Conftance  holy  legends  tell. 
The  fofteft  filter  of  the  cell ; 
None  fent  to  heav'n  fo  fweet  a  cry. 
Or  roll'd  at  mafs  fo  bright  an  eye. 
No  wanton  taint  her  bofom  knew. 
Her  hours  in  heav'nly  vifion  flew. 
Her  knees  were  worn  with  midnight  pray'rs. 
And  thus  flie  breath'd  divinefc  airs. 

AIR. 

In  hallow'd  walks,  and  awful  cells. 

Secluded  from  the  light  and  vain. 
The  chafte-ey'd  maid  with  virtue  dwells. 

And  folitude,  and  filence  reign. 

The  wanton's  voice  is  heard  not  here. 

To  heav'n  the  facred  pile  belongs ; 
Each  wall  returns  the  whifper'd  pray'r. 

And  echoes  but  to  ho^y  fongs. 

R  E  C  L 
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RECITATIVE. 

Alaf ,  that  pamper'd  monks  ihould  dare 
Inlrude  where  fainted  veftals  are  ! 
Ah,  Francis  !   Francis  !  well  I  weet 
Thofe  holy  looks  are  all  deceit. 
With  fhame  the  mufe  prolongs  her  tale. 
The  Prieft  was  young,  the  Nun  was  frail. 
Devotion  fauker'd  on  her  tongue. 
Love  tun'd  her  voice,  and  thus  flie  fung. 

AIR. 
Alas,  how  deluded  was  I, 

To  fancy  delights  as  I  did  ! 
With  maidens  at  midnight  to  figh. 

And  love,  the  fweet  paffion,  forbid  ! 
O,  father  !  my  follies  forgive. 

And  ftiU  to  abfolve  me  be  nigh ; 
Your  lefTons  have  taught  me  to  live. 

Come  teach  me,  O  !  teach  me  to  die  ! 

To  her  arms  in  a  rapture  he  Sprung, 

Her  bofom.,  half-naked,  met  his ; 
Tranfported  hi  filence  Ihe  hung. 

And  melted  away  at  each  kifs. 
Ah,  father  !  expiring  flie  cry'd. 

With  rapture  I  yield  up  my  breath ! 
Ah,  daughter  !  he  fondly  reply'd. 

The  righteous  find  comfort  in  death. 

M  3  S  O  L  O  M  ON. 
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S      O      L      G      M      O      N, 

A 

SERENATA: 

SET   TO  MUSIC    BY   DR.   BOYCE, 

PART      L 

CHORUS. 

T)EHOLD,  Jerufalem,  thy  king, 

Whofe  praifes  all  the  nations  fing  ! 
To  Solomon  the  Lord  has  giv'n 
All  arts  and  wifdom  under  heav'n  : 
For  him  the  tuneful  virgin  throng 
Of  Zion's  daughters  fvvell  the  fong  : 
While  young  and  old  their  voices  raife. 
And  wake  the  echoes  with  his  praife. 

RECITATIVE. 

She.  From  the  mountains,  lo  !  he  comes. 
Breathing  from  his  lips  perfumes ; 
While  zephyrs  on  his  garments  play. 
And  fweets  through  all  the  air  convey. 

AIR 
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A     I     R. 

Tell  mc,  lovely  ftiepherd,  where 
Thou  fced'll:  at  noon  thy  fleecy  care  ? 
Dired;  me  to  the  fweet  retreat. 
That  guards  thee  from  the  mid-day  heat : 
Left  by  the  flocks  I  lonely  ftray. 
Without  a  guide,  and  lofe  my  way  : 
Where  reil:  at  noon,  thy  bleating  care. 
Gentle  fliepherd,  tell  me  where  ? 

AIR. 

He.  Fairell  of  the  virgin  throng. 

Deft  thou  feek  thy  fwain's  abode  ? 
See  yon  fertile  vale  along 

The  new-worn  path  the  flocks  have  trod : 
Purfue  the  prints  their  feet  have  made. 
And  they  fliall  guide  thee  to  the  fhade. 

R  E  C  1  T  A  T  I  V  E. 
She.  As  the  rich  apple,  on  whofe  boughs 
Ripe  fruit  with  ftreaky  beauty  glov/s. 
Excels  the  trees  that  ihade  the  grove. 
So  ihines,  among  his  fex,  my  love. 

A    I    R. 
Beneath  his  ample  fliade  I  lay. 
Defended  from  the  fultry  day  ; 
His  cooling  fruit  my  thirft  afiTuag'd, 
And  quench'd  the  fires  that  in  me  rag*d ; 
'Till  fated  v/ith  the  lufcious  tafte> 
I  rofe  and  bleft  the  ftveet  repaft. 

M  4.  R  E  C  L 
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RECITATIVE. 
He.  Who  quits  the  lily's  fleecy  white;. 
To  fix  on  meaner  flow'rs  the  fight  ? 
Or  leaves  the  rofe's  Hem  untorn. 
To  crop  the  blofTom  from  the  thorn  ? 
Unrival'd  thus  thy  beauties  are  ; 
So  fhines  my  love  among  the  fair. 

A     I     R. 

Balmy  fweetnefs,  ever  flowing. 

From  her  dropping  lips  diliils ; 
Flowers  on  her  cheeks  are  blowing. 

And  her  voice  with  mufic  thrills. 
Zephyrs  o'er  the  fpices  flying,  :, 

Wafting  fvveets  from  every  tree, 
Sick'ning  fenfe  with  odours  cloying, 

■Ereathe  not  half  fo  fweet  as  fhe. 

RECITATIVE. 

She.  Lft  not  my  prince  his  flave  defpife, 
'Or  pafs  me  with  unheeding  eyes. 
Becaufe  the  fun's  difcolouring  rays 
Have  chac'd  the  lilyfrom  my  face. 
My  envious  filters  favv-my  bloom. 
And  drove  me  from  my  mother's  home; 
Unflielter'd  all  the  fcorching  day 
They  made  me  in  their  vineyard  ftay. 

A    I    R. 

Ah  fimple  me  1  my  own,  more  dear. 
My  own,  alas !  v/as  not  my  care  : 

Invading 
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Invading  love  the  fences  broke, 
•  And  tore  the  cluftcrs  from  the  flock, 
-With  eager  grafp  the  fruit  deftroy'd. 
Nor  refted,  till  the  ravage  cloy'd. 

AIR. 

He.  Fair  and  comely  is  my  love. 
And  fofter  than  the  blue-ey'd  dove  ; 
Down  her  neck  the  wanton  locks 
Bound  like  the  kids  on  Gilead's  rocks  ; 
Her  teeth  like  fiocks  ^n  beauty  feem. 
New  fhorn,  and  dropping  from  the  llream  ; 
Her  glowing  lips  by  far  outvie 
The  plaited  threads  of  fcarlet  dye ; 
Whene'er  Ihe  fpeaks  the  accents  wound. 
And  mufic  floats  upon  the  found. 

RECITATIVE. 
She.  Forbear,  O  charming  fwain,  forbear  ! 
Thv  voice  enchar.ts  my  lift'ning  ear  j 
And  v/hile  I  gaze,  my  bofom  glows. 
My  flutt'ring  heart  with  love  o'erflows. 
The  fhades  of  night  hang  o'er  my  eyes. 
And  every  fenfe  within  me  dies. 

AIR.  , 

O  fill  with  cooling  juice  the  bowl ! 
Affuage  the  fever  in  my  foul  ! 
With  copious  draughts  my  thirft  remove. 
And  footh  the  heart  that's  fick  of  love, 

P  A  R  T 
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PART      II. 

RECITATIVE. 

He.  The  chearful  fpring  begins  to-day; 
Arife,  my  fair-one,  come  away  ! 

RECITATIVE: 

She.  Sweet  mulic  fteals  along  the  air 
Hark  !  my  beloved's  voice  I  hear  1 

AIR. 

He.  Arife,  my  fair,  and  come  away. 
The  chearful  fpring  begins  to-day  : 
Bleak  winter's  gone  with  all  his  train 
Of  chilling  frofts,  and  dropping  rain. 
Amidil:  the  verdure  of  the  mead 
The  primrofe  lifts  her  velvet  head  : 
The  warbling  birds,  the  woods  among. 
Salute  the  feafon  with  a  fong  : 
The  cooing  turtle  in  the  grove 
Renews  his  tender  tale  of  love  : 
The  vines  their  infant  tendrils  ftioot  : 
The  fig-ti-ee  bends  with  early  fruit ; 
All  welcome  in  the  genial  ray : 
Arife,  my  fair,  and  come  away  ! 

CHORUS. 

All  welcome  in  the  genial  ray, 
Arife,  O  fair-one,  come  away  ! 


DUET. 
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DUET. 
Together  let  us  range  the  fields, 

Impearled  with  the  morning  dew ; 
Or  view  the  fruits  the  vineyard  yields. 

Or  the  apple's  cluft'ring  bough  : 
There  in  clofe-embower'd  fhades. 

Impervious  to  the  noon-tide  ray. 
By  tinkling  rills,  on  rofy  beds. 

We'll  love  the  fultry  hours  away. 

RECITATIVE. 

He  .  How  lovely  art  thou  to  the  fight. 
For  pleafure  form'd,  and  fweet  delight ! 
Tall  as  the  palm-tree  is  thy  fhape. 
Thy  breafts  are  like  the  cluft'ring  grape, 

A    I     R. 

Let  me,  love,  thy  bole  afcending. 

On  the  fwelling  clufters  feed  : 
With  my  grafp  the  vine-tree  bending. 

In  my  clofe  embrace  fhall  bleed. 
Stay  me  with  delicious  kiffes. 

From  thy  honey-dropping  mouth  ; 
Sweeter  than  the  fummer  breezes 

Blowing  from  the  genial  fouth. 

RECITATIVE- 
She.  O  that  a  fifter's  fpecious  name 
Conceal'd  from  prying  eyes  my  flame  I 
Uncenfur'd  then  I'd  own  my  love. 
And  chaftefl  virgins  Ihould  approve  : 

Then 
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Then  fearlefs  to  my  mother's  bed 
My  feeming  brother  would  I  lead  : 
Soft  tranfports  fhould  the  hours  employ-. 
And  the  deceit  fhould  crown  the  joy. 

AIR. 
Soft !  I  adjure  you,  by  the  fawns 
That  bound  acrofs  the  flow'ry  lawns. 
Ye  virgins,  that  ye  lightly  move. 
Nor  with  your  whifpers  wake  my  love  ! 

R  £  C  I  T  A  T  I-V  E. 

He.  My  fair's  a  garden  of  delight, 
Enclos'd  and  hid  from  vulgar  fight ; 
Where  ftreams  from  bubbling  fountains  ftray. 
And  rofes  deck  the  verdant  way. 

AIR. 

Softly  arife,  O  fouthern  breeze  ! 
And  kindly  fan  the  blooming  trees ; 
•Upon  my  fpicy  garden  blow. 
That  fweets  from  every  part  may  Hovv. 

CHORUM. 

Ye  fouthern  breezes,  gently  blow. 
That  fweets  from  every  part  may  flow. 


PART 
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PART      III. 

AIR. 

He.  Arife,  my  fair,  the  doors  unfold. 
Receive  me,  ftiivering  with  the  cold. 

RECITATIVE. 

She,  My  heart  amidfl  my  flumbers  wakes. 
And  tells  me  my  beloved  fpeaks. 

A     I     R. 

He.  Arife,  my  fair,  the  doors  unfold. 
Receive  me,  fhivering  with  the  cold  : 
The  chill-drops  hang  upon  my  head. 
And  night's  cold  dews  my  cheeks  o'eripread  :. 
Receive  me,  dropping,  to  thy  breaft. 
And  lull  me  in  thy  arms  to  reft. 

RECITATIVE. 
She.  Obedient  to  thy  voice  I  hie  ; 
The  willing  doors  wide  open  fly. 

AIR. 

Ah  !  whither,  whither  art  thou  gone  ? 
Where  is  my  lovely  wand'rer  flown  ? 
Ye  blooming  virgins,  as  you  rove. 
If  chance  you  meet  my  ftraying  love, 
I  charge  you  tell  him  how  I  mourn. 
And  part,  and  die  for  his  return. 

CHORUS. 
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C  FI  O  R  U  S   of  Virgins. 
Who  is  thy  love,  O  charming  maid  ! 

That  from  thy  arms  fo  late  has  ftray'd  ?  i 

Say  what  diftinguilh'd  charms  adorn,  J 

And  finifli  out  his  radiant  form  ?  ( 

AIR.  \ 

She.  On  his  face  the  vernal  rofe. 
Blended  with  the  lily,  glows  ; 
His  locks  are  as  the  raven  black. 
In  ringlets  waving  down  liis  back  ; 
His  eyes  with  milder  beauties  beam. 
Than  billing  doves  befide  the  ftream  ; 
His  youthful  cheeks  are  beds  of  flow'rsj 
Enripen'd  by  refrefliing  fhow'rs ; 
His  lips  are  of  the  rofe's  hue. 
Dropping  with  a  fragrant  dew  ; 
Tall  as  the  cedar  he  appears. 
And  as  erecl  his  form  he  bears. 
This,  O  ye  virgins,  is  the  fwain, 
Whofe  abfence  caufes  all  my  pain. 

RECITATIVE. 
He.  Sweet  nymph,  whom  ruddier  charms  adorn. 
Than  open  with  the  rofy  morn ; 
Fair  as  the  moon's  unclouded  light. 
And  as  the  fun  in  fplendor  bright ; 
Thy  beauties  dazzle  from  a-far. 
Like  glitt'ring  arms  that  gild  the  war. 

RECI- 
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RECITATIVE. 
She.  O  take  me  !  ftamp  me  on  thy  breafl  I 
Deep  let  the  image  be  impreft  ! 
For  love,  like  armed  death,  is  ftrong. 
Rudely  he  drags  his  flaves  along  : 
If  once  to  jealoufy  he  turns. 
With  never-dying  rage  he  burns. 

DUET. 
Thou  foft  invader  of  the  foul ! 
O  love,  who  fliall  thy  pow'r  controul ! 
To  quench  thy  fires  whole  rivers  drain. 
Thy  burning  heat  Ihall  ftill  remain. 
In  vain  we  trace  the  globe  to  try. 
If  pow'rful  gold  thy  joys  can  buy  : 
The  treafures  of  the  world  will  prove 
Too  poor  a  bribe  to  purchafe  love. 

CHORUS. 
In  vain  we  trace  the  globe  to  try. 
If  pow'rful  gold  thy  joys  can  buy  : 
The  treafures  of  the  world  will  prove 
Too  poor  a  bribe  to  purchafe  love. 


PRO. 
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PROLOGUE 

T    O 

GIL        B      L       A      S, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Woodward, 

I 


In  the  Charafter  of  a  Critic,  with  a  Catcall  iiv 
his  Hand. 


RE  you  all  ready  ?  Here's  your  mufick  !  here  I  * 
Author,  fneak  ofF,  we'll  tickle  you,  my  dear. 

I'he  fellow  ftopp'd  me  in  a  hellifli  fright- 

Pray  fir,  fays  he,  muft  I  be  damn'd  to-night  ? 
Damn'd  !  fur ely,  friend — Don't  hope  for  our  compliance. 
Zounds,  fir  !  —  a  fecond  play's  downright  defiance. 
Tho'  once,  poor  rogue,  we  pitied  your  condition. 
Here's  the  true  recipe — for  repetition. 
Well,  fir,  fays  he,  e'en  as  you  pleafe,  fo  then 
I'll  never  trouble  you  with  plays  again. 
But  harkee,  poet ! — won't  you  tho'  ?  fays  I. 
'Pon  honour. — Then  we'll  damn  you,  let  me  die. 
Sha'n't  we,  my  Bucks  ?  Let's  take  him  at  his  word- 
Damn  him — or  by  my  foul,  he'll  write  a  third. 
The  man  wants  money,  I  fuppofe — but  mind  ye  — — 
Tell  him  you've  left  your  charity  behind  ye. 

*  Blowing  his  catcall. 

A  pretty 


PROLOGUE  TO  GIL   BLAS.  177 

A  pretty  plea,  his  wants  to  our  regard ! 
As  if  we  Bloods  had  bowels  for  a  bard  ! 
Befides,  what  men  of  fpirit,  now-a-days,. 
Come  to  give  fober  judgments  of  new  plays  ? 
It  argues  fome  good-nature  to  be  quiet — • 
Good-nature  !   Ay — but  then  we  lofe  a  riot. 
The  fcribbling  fool  may  beg  and  make  a  fufs, 
'Tis  death  to  him  -What  then  ? — 'Tis  fport  to  us. 
Don't  mind  me  tho'  — for  all  my  fun  and  jokes. 
The  bard  may  find  us  Bloods  good-natur'd  folks  ;. 

Not  crabbed  critics— foes  to  rifmg  merit 

Write  but  with  fire — and  we'll  applaud  with  fpiiit  — 
Our  author  aims  at  no  dillioneil  ends. 
He  knows  no  enemieS;.  and  boalls  lon-.e  friends ; 
He  takes  no  methods  down  your_  throats  to  cram  it; 
So  if  you  like  it,,  {ave  it ;  if  not damn  it. 


END    OF     MOORH's    poems,,. 
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T  O 

MISS , 

OF      HORSEMANDEN,      IN     KENT. 

TT7HEN  Witand  Sciencetrimm'd their vvither'dbay», 
•^  *      At  Petrarch's  voice,  and  beam'd  with  half  their 
rays. 
Some  heaven-bom  genius,  panting  to  explore 
The  fcenes  oblivion  wifh'd  to  live  no  more. 
Found  Abelard  in  grief's  fad  pomp  array'd. 
And  call'd  the  melting  mourner  from  the  fhade. 
Touch'd  by  his  woes,  and  kindling  at  his  rage^ 
Admiring  nations  glow'd  from  age  to  age  ; 
From  age  to  age  the  foft  infeclion  ran. 
Taught  to  lament  the  hermit  in  the  man ; 
Pride  dropt  her  creft.  Ambition  learn'd  to  figh. 
And  dove-like  pity  flream'd  in  ev'ry  eye. 

Sick  of  the  world's  applaufe,  vet  fond  to  v/arm 
Each  maid  that  knov/s  with  Eloife  to  charm. 
He  aflis  of  verfe  to  aid  his  native  fire. 
Refines,  and  wildly  lives  along  the  lyre ; 
Bids  all  his  various  palTions  throb  anew. 
And  hopes,  my  fair,  to  Heal  a  tear  from  you. 

O  bleft  with  temper,  bleft  with  fkill  to  pour 
Lite's  ev'ry  comfort  on  each  focial  hour ; 
Chafte  as  thy  bluflies,  gentle  as  thy  mien, 
I'oo  grave  for  folly,  and  too  gay  for  fpleen ; 

N  ^  Indul^'d 
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Indulg'd  to  win,  to  foften,  to  infpire. 

To  melt  with  mufic,  and  with  wit  to  fire  ; 

To  blend,  as  judgment  tells  thee  how  to  pleafe, 

Wifdom  with  finiles,  and  majefty  with  cafe ; 

Alike  to  virtue  as  the  Graces  known. 

And  proud  to  love  all  merit  but  thy  own  ! 

Thefe  are  thy  honours,  thefe  will  charms  fupply. 
When  thofe  dear  funs  fliall  fet  in  either  eye ; 
While  She,  who,  fondofdrefs,  of  paint,  and  place,-. 
Aims  but  to  be  a  goddefs  in  the  face  ; 
Eorn  all  thy  fex  illumines  to  defpife. 
Too  mad  for  thought,  too  pretty  to  be  wife, 
■Haunts  for  a  year  fantaflically  vain. 
With  half  our  Fribbles  dying  in  her  train  ; 
Then  finks,  as  beauty  fades  and  paffion  cools. 
The  fcorn  of  coxxombs,  and  the  jeft  of  fools. 
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A  B  E  L  A  R  D    to    E  L  O  I  S  A. 

FIRST     PUBLISHED     I747. 

ARGUMENT. 

Abelard  and  Eloifa  Ronriihed  in  the  twelfth  century  : 
they  were  two  of  the  moll  difthiguilhed  perfons  o-f 
their  age  in  learning  and  beauty,  but  for  nothing 
more  famous  than  for  their  unfortunate  paffion. 
After  a  long  courfe  of  calamities,  they  retired  each 
to  a  feveral  convent,  and  confecrated  the  remainder 
cf  their  days  to  religion.  It  was  many  years  after 
this  feparation  diat  a  letter  of  A^belard's  to  a  friend* 
which  contained  the  hiilory  of  his  misfortunes,  fell 
into  the  hands  of  Eloifa  :  this  cccafioned  thofe  ce- 
lebrated letters  (out  of  which  the  following  is  partly 
extrafted)  which  gr\'e  fo  lively  a  piftui-e  of  the  ftrug- 
gles  of  Grace  and  Nature,  Virtue  and  Pafiicn. 

Mr.  Pope. 

H  !  why  this  boding  Hart  ?  this  fudden  pain. 
That  wings  my  pulfe,  and  Ihoots  from  vein  to  vein ! 
What  mean,  regardlefs  of  yon  midnight  bell,- 
Thefe  earthborn  vifions  faddening  o'er  my  cell ! 
What  ftrange  diforder  prompts  thsfe  thoughts  to  glow> 
Thefe  fighs  to  murmur,  and  thefe  tears  to  flow  ? 
'Tis  Ihe,  'tis  Eloifa's  form  reftor'd. 
Once  a  pure  faint,  and  more  than  faints  ador'd  : 
N    4 
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"She  comes  in  all  her  killing  charms  confefs'd. 
Glares,  thro'  the  gloom,  and  pours  upon  my  breaft. 
Bids  heaven's  bright  guard  from  Paraclete  remove. 
And  drags  me  back  to  mifery  and  love. 

Enjoy  thy  triumphs,  dear  illuilon  !    fee 
This  fad  apoftate  from  his  God  to  thee  ; 
See,  at  thy  call,  my  guilty  warmths  return. 
Flame  thro'  my  blood,  and  fteal  me  from  my  urn. 
Yet,  yet,  frail  Abelard  !   one  effort  try. 
Ere  the  laft  lingering  fpai-k  of  virtue  die ; 
The  deadly  charming  forcerefs  controul. 
And,  fpite  of  nature,  tear  her  from  thy  foul. 

Long  has  that  foul,  in  thefe  unfocial  woods. 
Where  anguifh  mufes,  and  where  forrow  broods. 
From  love's  wild  vifionary  wilhes  ftray'd, 
a^nd  fought  to  lofe  thy  beauties  in  the  fhade. 
Faith  dropp'd  a  fmile,  devotion  lent  her  fire. 
Woke  the  keen  pang,  and  fandiified  defire  ; 
Led  me  enraptur'd  to  the  bleft  abode. 
And  taught  my  heart  to  glow  v/ith  all  its  God. 
Eut,  O !  how  v/eak  fair  faith  and  virtue  prove 
When  Eloifa  melts  away  in  love  ! 
When  her  fond  foul,  impaffion'd,  rapt,  unveii'd. 
No -joy  forgotten,  and  no  wifh  conceal'd. 
Flows  thro'  her  pen  as  infant-foftnefs  free. 
And  fiercely  fprings  in  ecftacies  to  me  ! 
Ye  heavens  !   as  v/alking  in  yon  facred  fane. 
With  every  feraph  warm  in  every  vein, 
Juft  as  rcmorfe  had  rous'd  an  aching  figh. 
And  my  tor.i  foul  hung  trembling  in  my  eye. 


Ja 
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a  that  kind  hour  thy  fatal  letter  came, 
I  law,  I  gaz'd,  1  Ihiver'd  at  the  name  ; 
"i'he  confcious  lamps  at  once  forgot  to  Ihine, 
rophctic  tremors  fhook  the  hallow'd  fhrine  ; 
^'riells,  cenfers,  altars,  from  thy  genius  fled. 
And  heav'n  itfelf  fhut  on  me  while  I  read. 

Dear  fmiling  mifchief !   art  thou  ftill  the  fame. 
The  Itill  pale  viftim  of  too  foft  a  flame  ? 
Vr^rm  as  when  iirft,  with  more  than  mortal  fhine., 
Kach  melting  eye-ball  mix'd  thy  foul  with  mine  ? 
:  lave  not  thy  tears,  for  ever  taught  to  flow. 
The  glooms  of  abfence,  and  the  pangs  of  woe, 
Tlie  pomp  of  facrifice,  the  whifper'd  tale. 
The  dreadful  vow  yet  hov'ring  o'er  thy  veil. 
Drove  this  bewitching  fondnefs  from  thy  brealt, 
Curb'd  the  loofe  wifli,  and  form'd  each  pulfe  to  reft  ? 
And  canfl  thou  ftill,  ftill  bend  the  fuppliant  knee 
To  love's  dread  flirine,  and  weep- and  figh  for  me  ? 
Then  take  me,  take  me,  lock  me  in  thy  arms. 
Spring  to  jny  lips,  and  give  me  all  thy  charms. 
No — fly^me,  fly  me,  fpread  th'  impatient  fail. 
Steal  the  lark's  wing,  and  mount  the  fwiftell  gale; 
Skim  the  vaft  ocean,  freeze  beneath  the  pole. 
Renounce  me,  curfe  me,  root  me  from  thy  foul ; 
Fly,  fly,  for  juilice  bares  the  arm  of  God, 
And  the  grafp'd  vengeance  only  waits  his  nod. 
Are  thefe  thy  wiflies  ?  can  they  thus  afpire  ? 
Does  phrenzy  form  them,  or  does  grace  infpire  ?         "' 
Can  Abelard,  in  hurricanes  of  z^al, 
Betray  his  heart,  and  teach  thcc  not  to  ftcl  ? 

Teach 


i8^  C  AWT  HORN'S     POEMS; 

Teach  thy  enamour'd  fpirit  to  difown 
Each  human  warmth,  and  chill  thee  into  Hone  ? 
Ah  !   rather  let  my  tenderefl:  accents  move 
The  laft  wild  accents  of  unholy  love  ; 
On  that  dear  bofom  trembling  let  me  lie, 
Pour  out  my  foul,  and  in  fierce  raptures  die, 
Roufe  all  my  paffions,  aft  my  joys  new. 
Farewell,  ye  cells !   ye  martyr'd  faints  1  adieu  ! 
Sleep,  confcience  1  fleep,  each  awful  thought  be  drown'd, 
And  feven-fold  darknefs  veil  the  fcenc  around. 
What  means  this  paufe,  this  agonizing  ftart. 
This  glimpfe  of  heav'n  quick  rulhing  thro'  my  heart  ? 

Methinks  I  fee  a  radiant  crofs  difplay'd 

A  wounded  Saviour  bleeds  along  the  fhade  : 
Around  th'  expiring  God  bright  angels  fly. 
Swell  the  loud  hymn,  and  open  all  the  fky. 
O  fave  me,  fave  me,  ere  the  thunders  roll. 
And  hell's  black  caverns  fwallow  up  my  foul. 

Return,  ye  hours  !  when,  guiltlefs  of  a  ftain. 
My  ftrong-plum'd  genius  throbb'd  in  every  vein  ; 
When,  warm'd  with  all  th'  Eg}'ptian  fanes  infpir'd. 
All  Athens  boafted,  and  all  Rome  admir'd ; 
My  merit  in  its  full  meridian  fhone,^ 
Each  rival  blufhing,  and  each  heart  my  own. 
Returri,  ye  fcenes !  — -Ah,  no,  from  fancy  fly. 
On  time's  ftretch'd  wing,  till  each  idea  die. 
Eternal  fly ;  fmce  all  that  learning  gave. 
Too  weak  to  conquer,  and  too  fond  to  fave. 
To  love's  foft  empire  every  wifli  betray'd. 
And  left  my  laurels  with'ring  in  the  fhade. 

Let 
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Let  me  forget  that,  while  deceitful  fame 

Grafp'd  her  fhrill  trump,  and  fill'd  it  with  my  name. 

Thy  ilronger  charms,  impower'd  by  heav'n  to  move 

Each  faint,  each  blell  infenfible  to  love. 

At  once  my  foul  from  bright  ambition  won, 

I  hugg'd  the  dart,  I  wiih'd  to  be  undone  : 

No  more  pale  fcience  durft  my  thoughts  engage, 

Infipid  dulnefs  hung  on  every  page  ; 

The  midnight-lamp  no  more  enjoy'd  its  blaze. 

No  more  my  fpirit  flew  from  maze  to  maze : 

Thy  glances  bade  philofophy  refign 

Her  throne  to  thee,  and  every  fenfe  was  thine. 

But  what  could  all  the  frofts  of  wifdom  do, 
Oppos'd  to  beauty,  when  it  melts  in  you  ? 
Since  thefe  dark,  cheerlefs,  folitary  caves. 
Death-breathing  woods,  and  daily-opening  graves, 
Misfhapen  rocks,  wild  images  of  woe. 
For  ever  howling  to  the  deeps  belov/ ; 
Ungenial  deferts,  where  no  vernal  fhow'r 
Wakes  the  green  herb,  or  paints  th'  unfolding  flow'r  j 
Th'  embrowning  glooms  thcfe  holy  manfions  llied. 
The  night-born  horrors  brooding  o'er  my  bed. 
The  difmal  fcenes  black  melancholy  pours 
O'er  the  fad  vilions  of  enanguifh'd  hours ; 
Lean  abftinence,  wan  grief,  lovv-thoughted  cafe, 
Diftrafling  guilt,  and,  hell's  worft  fiend,  defpair, 
Confpire  in  vain,  with  all  the  aids  of  art. 
To  blot  thy  dear  idea  from  my  heart. 

Deljfive,  fightlefs  God  of  warm  defire  ! 
Why  would'fi  thou  v/ifh  to  fet  a  wretch  on  fir&? 

Why 
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Why  lives  thy  foft  divinity  where  woe 

Heaves  the  pale  figh,  and  anguifh  loves  to  glow  I 

Fly  to  the  mead,  the  daify-painted  vale, 

Breathe  in  its  fweets,  and  melt  along  the  gale  ; 

Ply  where  gay  fcenes  luxurious-Truths  employ. 

Where  ev'ry  moment  fteals  the  wing  -of  joy  : 

There  may'll  thou  fee,  low  proftrate  at  thy  throne. 

Devoted  Haves,  and  vidlims  all  thy  own  ; 

Each  village-fwain  the  turf-built  fhrine  fliall  raife. 

And  kings  command  whole  hecatombs  to  blaze. 

O  memory  !  ingenious  to  revive 
Each  fleeting  hour,  and  teach  the  pafl:  to  live, 
Witnefs  what  conflidls  this  frail  boiom  tore  ! 
What  griefs  I  fuifer'd  I  and  what  pangs  I  bore  ! 
How  long  I  ftruggled,  labour'd,  ftrove  to  fave 
An  heart  that  panted  to  be  Hill  a  flave  ! 
When  youth,  warmth,  rapture,  fpirit,  love  and  flame, 
Seiz'd  every  fenfe,  and  burnt  thro'  all  my  frame  ; 
From  youth,  warmth,  rapture,  to  thefe  wilds  1  fled, 
Myfoo'd  the  herbage,  and  the  rock  my  bed. 
There,  while  thefe  venerable  cloifters  rife 
O'er  the  bleak  iurge,  and  gain  upon  the  flcics. 
My  wounded  foul  indulg'd  the  tear  to  flow 
O'er  all  her  fad  vicifhtudes  of  woe  ; 
Prcfufe-of  life,  ^jid  yet  afraid  to  die. 
Guilt  in  my  heart,  and  horror  in  my  eye, 
With  ceafelefs  pray'rs,  the  whole  artill'ry  giv'n 
To  win  the  mercies  of  offended  heav'n. 
Each  hill,  made  vocal,  echoed  all  around, 
Wloile  my  torn  breafi  knock'd  bleeding  on  the  ground. 

Ye-t 
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Yet,  yet,  alas  !  though  all  my  moments  fiy, 
Stain'd  by  a  tear,  and  darken'd  in  a  figh, 
Tho'  meagre  falls  have  on  my  cheeks  difplay'd 
The  duik  of  death,  and  funk  me  to  a  fliade. 
Spite  of  myfelf  the  ftill-empoifoning  dart 
Shoots  thro'  my  blood,  and  drinks  up  all  my  heart ; 
My  vows  and  wifhcs  wildly  difagree. 
And  grace  itfelf  miflakes  my  God  for  thee. 

Athwart  the  glooms  that  wrap  the  midnight-fky. 
My  Eloifa  fteals  upon  my  eye ; 
For  ever  rifes  in  the  folar  ray, 
A  phantom  brighter  than  the  blaze  of  day. 
Where-e'er  I  go,  the  vifionary  guefl 
Pants  on  my  lip,  or  links  upon  my  breaft  ; 
Unfolds  her  fweets,  and,  throbbing  to  deftroy. 
Winds  round  my  heart  in  luxury  of  joy ; 
While  loud  Hofannas  fnake  the  Ihrines  around, 
I  hear  her  fofter  accents  in  the  found  ; 
Her  idol-beauties  on  each  altar  glare. 
And  heav'n  much-injur'd  has  but  half  my  pray'r  : 
No  tears  can  drive  her  hence,  no  pangs  conlroul. 
For  ev'ry  objeft  brings  her  to  my  foul. 

Laft  night,  reclining  on  yon  airy  fteep. 
My  bufy  eyes  hung  brooding  o'er  the  deep  ; 
The  breathlcfs  whirlwinds  flcpt  in  ev'ry  cave. 
And  the  foft  moon-beam  danc'd  from  wave  to  wave  ; 
Each  former  blifs  in  this  bright  mirror  feen. 
With  all  my  glories,  dawn'd  upon  the  fcene, 
Recall'd  the  dear  aufpicious  hour  anew. 

When  my  fond  foul  to  Eloifa  flew  ; 

When 
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When,  with  keen  fpeechlefs  agonies  oppreft. 
Thy  frantic  lover  fnatch'd  thee  to  his  breaft, 
Gaz'd  on  thy  blufties,  arm'd  with  ev'ry  grace> 
And  faw  the  goddefs  beaming  in  thy  face  ; 
Saw  thy  wild,  trembling,  ardent  wifhes  move 
Each  pulfe  to  rapture,  and  each  glance  to  love. 
But,  lo  !   the  winds  defcend,  the  billows  roar. 
Foam  to  the  clouds,  and  burft  upon  the  fhore, 
Vali:  peals  of  thunder  o'er  the  ocean  roll. 
The  flame-vving'd  lightning  gleams  from~pole  to  pole.; 
At  once  the  pleafmg  images  withdrew. 
And  mere  than  horrors  croudcd  on  my  view  : 
Thy  uncle's  form,  in  all  his  ire  array'd. 
Serenely  dreadful,  ftalk'd  along  the  fhade : 
Picrc'd  by  his  fword  I  funk  upon  the  ground,. 
The  fpeftre  ghaftly  fmil'd  upon  the  wound  ; 
A  group  of  black  infernals  round  me  hung. 
And  tcfs'd  my  infamy  from  tongue  to  tongue 
Detefted  wretch  !  how  impotent  thy  age  ! 

How  weak  thy  malice  !  and  how  kind  thy  rage  1 

Spite  of  thyfelf,  inhuman  as  thou  art. 

Thy  murdering  hand  has  left  me  all  my  heart ;. 

Left  me  each  tender,  fond  affeftion  warm, 

A  nerve  to  tremble,  and  an  eye  to  charm. 

No,  cruel,  cruel,  exquifite  in  ill  ! 

Thou  thought'ftit  dull  barbarity  to  kill ; 

My  death  had  robb'd  loll  vengeance  of  her  toil. 

And  fcarcely  warm'd  a  Scythian  to  a  fmile  : 

Sublimer  furies  taught  thy  foul  to  glow 

With  all  their  favage  myfterles  of  woe  ; 

Tau^^ht 
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Taught  thy  unfeeling  poniard  to  deftroy 
The  powers  of  nature,  and  the  fource  of  joy; 
To  ftretch  me  on  the  racks  of  vain  defire. 
Each  paffion  throbbing,  and  each  wifh  on  fire ; 
Mad  to  enjoy,  unable  to  be  bleft. 
Fiends  in  my  veins,  and  hell  within  my  breaft. 

Aid  me,  fair  faith  !  affift  me,  grace  divine  ! 
Ye  martyrs  !  blefs  me,  and,  ye  faints  !  refine : 
Ye  facred  groves !  ye  heav'n-devoted  walls  ! 
Where  foUy  fickens,  and  where  virtue  calls ; 
Ye  vows  !  ye  altars  !  from  this  bofcm  tear 
Voluptuous  love,  and  leave  no  anguifh  there  : 
Oblivion  !  be  thy  blackeft  plume  difplay'd 
O'er  all  my  griefs,  and  hide  me  in  the  fhade  ; 
And  thou,  too  fondly  idoliz'd  !   attend 
While  awful  reafon  whifpers  in  the  friend. 
Friend,  did  I  fay  !  Immortals  !  what  a  name  ! 
Can  dull,  cold  friendihip  ov/n  fo  wild  a  flame  ? 
No ;  let  thy  lover,  whofe  enkindling  eye 
Shot  all  his  foul  between  thee  and  the  fky, 
Whofe  warmth  bewitch'd  thee,  whofe  unhallow'd  fong 
Call'd  thy  rapt  ear  to  die  upon  his  tongue. 
Now  ftrongly  rouze,  vv'hile  heav'n  his  zeal  infpires. 
Diviner  tranfpcrts,  and  more  holy  fires ; 
Calm  all  thy  paffions,  all  thy  peace  reftore. 
And  teach  that  fnowy  bread  to  heave  no  more. 

Torn  from  the  world,  v/ithin  dark  cells  immur'd. 
By  angels  guarded,  and  by  vows  fecur'd. 
To  all  that  once  awoke  thy  fondnefs  dead. 
And  hope,  pale  forrovv's  laft  fad  refuge,  fled ; 

Why 
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Why  wilt  thou  weep,  and  figh,  and  melt  in  vain^ 

Brood  o'er  falfe  joys,  and  hug  th'  ideal  chain  ? 

Say,  canft  thou  wifh  that  madly  wild  to  fly 

From  yon  bright  portal  opening  in  the  fky. 

Thy  Abelard  fhould  bid  his  God  adieu. 

Pant  at  thy  feet,  and  talle  thy  charms  anew  ? 

Ye  heav'ns  I  if,  to  this  tender  hofom  woo'd. 

Thy  mere  idea  liarrows  up  my  blood  ; 

If  one  faint  glimpfe  of  Eloife  can  mov&- 

The  ficrcefl,  vvildefi:  agonies  of  love  ; 

What  fhall  I  be,  when,  dazzling  as  the  light. 

Thy  whole  effulgence  flows  upon  my  light  ? 

Look  on  thyfelf,  confidcr  who  thcu  art. 

And  learn  to  be  an  abbsfs  in  thy  heart. 

See,  while  devotion's  ever  melting  flrain 

Pours  the  loud  organ  thro'  the  trembling  fane. 

Yon  pious  maids  each  earthly  wifh  difown, 

Kifs  the  dread  crofs,  and  croud  upon  the  throne  : 

O  let  thy  foul  the  facred  charge  attend. 

Their  warmths  infpirit,  and  their  virtues  mend  ; 

Teach  every  breafl  from  every  hymn  to  Ileal 

The  cherub's  meeknefs,  and  the  feraph's  zeal ; 

To  rife  to  rapture,  to  diffolve  away 

In  dreams  of  heav'n,  and  lead  thyfelf  the  way  ;, 

Till  all  the  glories  of  tlie  Well:  abode 

Blaze  on  the  fcene,  and  every  thought  is  God, 

While  thus  thy  exemplary  cares  prevail. 

And  make  each  veftal  fpotlefs  as  her  veil, 

Th'  eternal  fpirit  o'er  thy  cell  Ihall  move 

In  the  foft  image  of  tiie  myflic  dove ; 

Ths 
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The  Icngeft  gleams  of  heavenly  comfort  bring. 
Peace  in  his  fmile,  and  healing  on  his  wing ; 
At  once  remove  aiRiclion  from  thy  breaft. 
Melt  o'er  thy  foul,  and  huili  her  pangs  to  refl. 

O  that  my  loul,  from  love's  curfl:  bondage  free. 
Could  catch  the  tranfports  that  I  urge  to  thee  ! 

0  that  feme  angel's  more  than  ma^ic  art 
Would  kindly  tear  the  hermit  from  his  heart ! 
Extinguifh  every  guilty  fenfe,  and  leave 

No  pulfe  to  riot,  and  no  iigh  to  heave.. 
Vain,  fjuitlefs  v/iili  !  fiill^  flill  the  vig'rcus  flame 
Burfcs,  like  an  earthquake,  ihro'  my  fhatter'd  frame- 
ypite  of  the  joys  that  truth  and  virtue  prove, 

1  fv.el  but  thee,  and  breathe  not  but  to  love ; 
Repent  in  vain,  fcarce  wilh  to  be  forgiv'n. 
Thy  form  rny  idol,  and  thy  charms  my  lieav'n. 

Yet,  yet,  my  fair  !  thy  nobler  efforts  try. 
Lift  me  from  earth  and  give  me  to  the  ficy  ; 
Let  my  lofc  foul  thy  brighter  virtues  feel, 
Warm'd  with  thy  hopes,  and  wing'd  with  all  thy  zeal^ 
And  when,  low- bending  at  the  hallow' a  fhrine. 
Thy  contrite  heart  fhall  Abelard  refign  ; 
When  pitying  heav'n,  impatient  to  forgive. 
Unbars  the  gates  of  hght  and  bids  thee  live ; 
Seize  on  th'  aufpicious  moment  ere  it  fl-ee. 
And  a&  the  C'lme  immortal  boon  for  me. 

Then  when  thefc  blac!:  terrific  fcenes  arc  o'er^. 
And  rebel  nature  chills  the  foal  no  more ; 
"When  on  thy  cheek  th'  expiring  rofes  fade. 
And  thy  kil  luflres  darken  in  the  fnade ; 

Vol.  LXV.  O  Wksm 
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When  arm'd  with  quick  varieties  of  pain. 
Or  creeping  dully  flow  from  vein  to  vein. 
Pale  death  fhall  fet  my  kindred-fpirit  free. 
And  thefe  dead  orbs  forget  to  doat  on  thee  ; 
Some  pious  friend,  vvhofe  wild  affe<fi:ions  glow 
Like  ours  in  fad  fimilitude  of  woe. 
Shall  drop  one  tender,  fympathizing  tear. 
Prepare  the  garland,  and  adorn  the  bier  ; 
Our  lifelefs  reliques  in  one  tomb  enfhrine. 
And  teach  thy  genial  duil  to  mix  v/ith  mine. 

Meanwhile,  divinely  purg'd  from  every  ftainj. 
Our  active  fouls  fhall  climb  th'  ethereal  plain. 
To  each  bright  cherub's  purity  afpire. 
Catch  all  his  zeal,  and  pant  with  all  his  iirc  ; 
There,  where  no  face  the  glooms  of  anguifh  wears,. 
No  uncle  murders,  and  no  paffion  tears, 
Enjov  with  heav'n  eternity  of  reft. 
For  ever  bleffing,  and  for  ever  bieft^ 
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'  AIN  were  the  taflc  to  give  the  foul  to  glow. 
The  nerve  to  kindle,  and  the  verfe  to  flow; 
When  the  fond  mourner,  hid  from  ev'ry  eye. 
Bleeds  in  the  ansuifn  of  too  keen  a  fiph  : 
And,  loft  to  glory,  loft  to  all  his  fire. 
Forgets  the  port  before  he  grafps  the  lyre. 

Nature  !   'tis  thine  with  manly  warmth  to  mourn: 
Expiring  virtue,  and  the  doling  urn  ; 
To  teach,  dear  Seraph  !  o'er  the  good  and  wife 
The  dirge  to  murmur,  and  the  buft  to  rife. 
Come  then,  O  guiltlefs  of  the  tear  of  art ! 
Sprung  from  the  fky,  and  thrcn'd  within  the  heart ! 
O  come,  in  all  the  pomp  of  grief  array 'd. 
And  weep  the  warricr,  whilft  I  grace  the  iLadc. 

'Tis  o'er---the  bright  delufive  fcene  is  o'er. 
And  war's  proud  viflons  mock  the  foul  no  more ; 
The  laurel  fades,  th'  imperial  car  retires. 
All  youth  ennobles,  and  all  worth  admires. 

Alas  !  m.y  Hughes  !   and  muft  this  m.ourning  veriV 
Refign  thy  triumph  to  attend  tliy  hearfe  ! 

jO  2  W^s 
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Was  it  for  this  that  friendfhip's  genial  flame 
Woke  all  my  wifhes  from  the  trance  of  fame  ? 
Was  it  for  this  I  left  the  hallow'd  page. 
Where  ev'ry  fcience  beams  of  ev'ry  age  ; 
On  thought's  ftrong  pinion  rang'd  the  martial  fcene,. 
From  Rome's  firfl:  Csfar  to  the  great  Eugene ; 
Explor'd  th'  embattled  van,  the  deep'ning  Hne, 
Th'  enambufh'd  phalanx,  and  the  fpringing  mine  ; 
Then,  pale  with  horror,  bent  the  fuppliant  knee. 
And  heav'd  the  figh,  and  drcpp'd  the  tear  for  thee  ! 

What  beets  it  now,  that  vvlien,  with  hideous  roar. 
The  gath'ring  tempefc  howl'd  from  ev'ry  fhore. 
Some  pitying  angel,  vigilant  to  fave. 
Spread  all  his  plumes,  and  fnatch'd  thee  from  the  wave  - 
Prefw^rv'd  thee  facred  from  the  fell  difeafc. 
When  the  blue  plague  had  fir'd  th'  autumnal  breeze  ? 
Ah  !  when  my  hero  panted  to  engage 
Where  all  the  battle  burfc  in  all  its  rage ; 
Where  dreadful  flew  the  milTive  deaths  around. 
And  the  mad  faulchion  blufli'd  from  wound  to  wound; 
Was  he  deny'd  the  privilege  to  bleed, 
Sav'd  on  the  main  to  fall  upon  the  Tweed  ? 

Ye  graces  !    tell  with  what  addrefs  he  fxle 
The  liU'ning  ear,  andopen'd  all  the  foul. 
What  tho'  rough  winter  bade  his  whirhvinds  rife. 
Hid  his  pale  funs,  and  frown'd  along  his  fkies, 
Pour'd  the  big  deluge  on  the  face  of  day. 
My  Kuc  HEs  was  here  to  fmile  the  glooms'  away. 
With  all  the  luxuries  of  found  to  move 
The  pulfe  of  glory,  or  the  figh  of  love  ; 

And, 
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And,  fpite  of  winter,  laffitude,  or  pain. 
Taught  life  and  joy  to  throb  in  ev'ry  vein. 
Fancy  !  dear  artiil  of  the  mental  pow'r  ! 
Fly,-— fetch  my  genius  to  the  fecial  hour  ; 
Give  me  again  his  glowing  fenfe  to  v/arm. 
His  fong  to  warble,  and  his  wit  to  charm. 
Alas  1  alas  !  how  impotently  true 
Th'  aerial  pencil  forms  the  fcenc  anew  ! 

E'en  now,  when  all  the  vifion  beams  around. 

And  my  ear  kindles  with  th'  ideal  found 

Juft  as  the  fmiles,  the  graces  live  impreft. 

And  all  his  image  takes  up  all  my  breaft • 

Some  gloomy  phantom  brings  the  awful  bier. 
And  the  fhort  rapture  melts  into  a  tear. 

Thus  in  the  lake's  clear  cryilal  we  defer/ 
The  bright  difFufion  of  a  radiant  iky — — 
Reflefted  nature  faeds  a  milder  green  ; 
Wliile  half  her  forelts  float  into  the  fcene. 
Ah  !  as  we  gaze  the  luckkfs  zephyr  flies. 
The  furface  trembles,  and  the  picture  dies. 

O  bleft  witli  all  that  youth  can  give  to  pleafe. 
The  form  majeilic,  and  the  mien  of  eafe. 
Alike  empowcr'd  by  nature,  and  by  art. 
To  ftorm  the  rampart,  and  to  v.in  the  heart  j 
Ccrreft  of  manners,  delicate  of  mind, 
V/ith  fpirit  humble,  and  with  truth  relin'd  ; 
For  public  life's  meridian  funfliine  made. 
Yet  known  to  ev'r}'  virtue  of  the  fhade; 
In  war,  v/liile  all  the  trumps  of  fam.e  infpire. 
Each  paSoa  ravijig,  and  each  wiih  on  fire.; 

O  3  At. 
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At  home,  without  or  vanity,  or  rage ; 
As  foft  as  pity,  and  as  cool  as  age. 

Thefe  were  thy  virtues-— thefe  v/ill  ftill  be  juft. 
Light  all  their  beams,  and  blaze  upon  thy  duft  j 
'While  pride  in  vain  folemnity  bequeaths 
To  pow'r  her  ftatues,  and  to  guilt  her  wreaths  4 
Or,  v\'arm'd  by  faclion,  impudently  flings 
The  price  of  nations  en  the  urns  of  kings. 
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M . 

WHILE  airy  Belville,  guiltlefs  of  a  fchool. 
Shines  out  a  French  edition  of  a  foo!> 
Studies  his  learned  taylor  once  a  week. 
But  curfes  ev'ty  fy liable  of  Greek  ; 
I  fit,  and  think  o'er  aU  that  Sparta  fir'd. 
That  Athens  boafted,  and  that  Rome  admir'd. 
Enraptur'd  fancy,  bufied  with  the  theme. 
Forms  ev'ry  bright  idea  to  a  dream. 
Paints  all  the  charming  pageantry  anew. 
And  brings  at  once  each  claffic  to  my  view. 
Now,  fondly  v/ild,  I  thunder  in  the  war. 
Shake  the  keen  fpear,  and  mount  th'  imperial  car; 
With  daring  Regulus  to  Carthage  run. 
Or  nobly  bleed  v/ith  Brutus  in  a  fon  ; 
Seize,  Cafca-like,  on  Csefar's  gorgeous  veft. 
And  boldly  plant  a  dagger  in  his  breaft. 
New,  foftiy-breathing  all  the  mufc's  fire, 
.1  drop  tho  f^vikhion,  and  I  grafp  the  lyre  ; 

O  4  With 
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With  Pindar's  pinion  feim  the  bleft  abode. 
Or  Itrive  to  charm  Auguftus  with  an  ode. 

Come  then,  my  Lelius  !  come,  my  joy  and  pride  ! 
Whofe  fricnifhip  foovhi  me,  while  thy  precepts  guide? 
Thou,  whofe  quick  eye  has  glanc'd  thro'  every  r^ge, 
View'd  ev'ry  fcene,  and  ftudied  ev'ry  page  ; 
Teach  me,  like  thee,  with  ev'ry  virtue  bleft. 
To  catch  each  eye,  and  fteal  to  ev'ry  breail; 
To  rife  to  all  that  in  each  patriot  fhone. 
And  make  each  hero's  happinefs  my  own. 

Sav,  fhall  I,  \vith  a  triumph  in  my  viev/. 
Fame's  air-drefs'd  goddefs  thro'  each  fcene  purfue  ; 
Ambitious  court  her  in  the  pomp  of  war. 
And  number  every  trophy  by  a  fear  ? 
Shall  I,  with  Scion,  form  the  moral  plan. 
And  aim  to  mould  a  favage  to  a  man  ? 
Or,  pleas'd  to  rival  every  Grecian  fage. 
Glean  .Plato's  fenfe,  and  copy  Homer's  rage., 

A—. 

You  afk  me.  Sir  !  what  few  would  care  to  give^ 
Some  grave  inftrudtions  how  you  ought  to  live. 
You  wifh  that  envied  blifsful  fcene  to  find. 
That  charms  the  tafte,  and  dignifies  the  mind  ; 
That  nobly  mingles  every  art  to  pleafe. 
And  joins  the  m.ajefty  of  life  to  e&Ci. 

Hear  then^  m.y  friend  !   the  doftrinc  I  difclof*. 
As  true  as  if  difplav'd  in  pompous  profe  ; 
As  if  Locke's  facved  hand  the  page  had  wrote. 
And  every  doctor  fiamp'd  it  v.ith  a  vote. 

All 
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All  lots  are  equal,  and  all  ftaies  the  fame. 
Alike  in  merit,  tho'  unlike  in  name. 
In  Reafon's  eye  no  dilFcrence  lies  between 
Life's  noon-day  luftres  or  her  milder  fcene. 
'Tis  not  the  plate  that  dignifies  the  board. 
Nor  all  the  titles  blazing  round  a  lord  ; 
'Tis  not  the  fplendid  plume,  the  embroider'd  veil. 
The  gorgeous  hvord-knot,  or  the  martial  creft. 
That  lends  to  life  the  fmile,  the  jell,  the  glee, 
■Or  makes  his  honour  happier  than  me. 
When  Florio's  acres  ftretch'd  o'er  half  the  land, 
A  gilded  chariot  roll'd  him  thro'  the  Strand  : 
Reduc'd  at  laft  with  humbler  fcenes  to  mix. 
He  fmoak'd  a  fpeculative  pipe  at  Dick's. 
The  fame  great  ge'aius,  in  or  out  of  pow'r — 
Eafe  fmooth'd  his  brow,  and  foften'd  ev'ry  hour; 
Taught  him  to  live  as  happy  in  a  fhed. 
As  when  a  dutchefs  grac'd  his  nuptial  bed. 

Content's  the  port  all  mortals  wifh  to  hail : 
She  points  the  compafs,  and  fhe  guides  the  fail. 
To  her  alone  our  leaky  veffels  roll 
Thro'  all  the  feas  that  rage  from  pole  to  pole. 
What  boots  it  then,  wiien  gath'ring  ftorms  behind 
Rife  black  in  air,  and  howl  in  ev'ry  wind. 
That  thy  rich  fhip  a  pomp  of  pride  difplay'd, 
■tier  mails  all  cedar,  and  her  fails  brocade  ! 
^ay,  canft  thou  think  the  tempeil  will  difcern 
A  filken  cable,  or  a  painted  ilern  ; 
Huui  the  wild  tumult  that  tornados  bring. 
And  kindly  fpare  the  vr.cht  that  holds  a  kihg  ? 
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No,  no,  my  friend  !  if  fkilful  pilots  guide. 
And  heav'n  aufpicious  calms  the  whirling  tide. 
No  winds  diftrefs  you,  and  no  llorm  deftroys. 
Whether  you  fail  in  gondolas  or  hoys. 

M . 

What,  has  jufl:  heav'n  no  (light  dillin6lion  made 
Betwixt  a  life  of  funlhlne  and  of  fhade  ? 
Mull  I,  in  filence,  this  wild  fyftem  own. 
And  think  a  cottage  equal  to  a  throne  ? 
Sure  if  I  did,  my  friends  would  foon  beftow 
■A  few  flout  cords,  and  fend  me  to  Monro. 

Your  taylor,  Ikill'd  in  faihion's  ev'ry  grace. 
Decks  you  in  all  the  pageantry  of  lace. 
Lives  in  a  cell,  and  eats,  from  week  to  week. 
An  homely  meal  of  cabbage  and  ox-cheek. 
You  walk  majellic  in  a  nobler  fcene, 
Guiltlefs  of  ev'ry  anguifh,  but  the  fpleen^ 
With  all  the  luxury  of  itatefmen  dine 
On  daily  feafls  of  ortolans  and  wine. 
Then  tell  me,  fir  !  if  this  defcription's  true. 
Is  not  your  taylor  lefs  at  eafe  than  you  ? 

Hardwicke,  great  patriot !  envy'd,  lov'd,  careft> 
Mark'd  by  each  eye,  and  hugg'd  to  ev'ry  breall ; 
Whofe  bright  example  learns  us  to  admire 
All  Cowper's  graces,  and  all  Talbot's  fire — 
Firm  to  his  trufl,  v.hatever  bribes  alTail, 
Truth  guides  his  fvvord,  and  juftice  holds  his  fcale. 
Say,  is  not  he  more  happy  than  the  throng 
Of  beardicfs  Templars  melting  o'er  a  fong  ? 

Thun 
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Than  him,  who,  buried  in  a  country-town, 
EngroiTes  half  a  folio  for  a  crown. 

Heroic  glory  in  the  martial  fcene 
Spread  ev'ry  plurne  to  dignify  Eugene — 
On  Marlbro's  helmet  fat,  in  all  her  pride. 
And  proudly  frown'd  at  all  the  world  befide. 
And  fure,  you'd  think  it  a  molt  fad  difgrace. 
If  eniigns  liv'd  as  eafy  as  his  grace. 

Dear  fir  I  reltrain  the  prejudice  of  youth. 
And  calmly  liften  to  the  voice  of  truth. 
When  firft  th'  Almighty  lire  his  work  began. 
And  fpoke  the  mingling  atoms  into  man. 
To  all  the  race  with  gracious  hand  was  giv'n 
One  common  foreft,  and  one  equal  heav'n  ; 
They  Ihar'd  alike  this  univerfal  ball. 
The  fons  of  freedom,  and  the-lords  of  all. 
The  poets  too  this  facred  truth  difplay'd. 
From  cloud-topt  Pindus  to  the  Latian  ftiade. 
They  fung  that  ere  Pandora,  fond  of  ftrife. 
Let  loofe  each  embrio-mifery  of  life. 
All  nature  brighten'd  in  one  golden  age. 
Each  lire  a  monarch,  and  each  fon  a  fage  ; 
Eternal  bleflings  flow'd  to  all  the  race. 
Alike  in  riches,  as  alike  in  place. 

Suppofe  then,  lir  !  that  new  diflinflions  fmce 
Have  plac'd  a  flave  fome  leagues  below  a  prince •■; 
Yet  eafe  and  joy,  difpailion'd  reafon  owns. 
As  often  vifjt  cottages  as  throiies. 

See! 


4D4  CAWTHORN'3     POEMS. 

See  !  in  yon  valley,  while  the  mellowing  grain 
Embrowns  the  flope,  and  nods  along  the  plain, 
A  croud  of  ruftics,  doom'd  to  daily  toil, 
Difarm  the  foreft,  or  enrich  the  foil  : 
Not  in  that  elegance  of  drefs  array'd 
That  charm'd  Arcadia's  hills,  and  Tempe's  fhade  ; 
Where  Thyrfis,  fhelter'd  in  fome  happier  grove. 
The  lonely  fcene  of  folitude  and  love. 
His  breaft  all  rapture,  and  his  foul  on  fire. 
Now  wove  the  garland,  and  now  Rvept  the  lyre : 
No, — 'tis  plain  Colin,  Kobbinol,  and  Ned, 
Unfkill'd  in  numbers  as  in  bocks  unread. 
Who  fcorn  the  winter's  deadly  blaft  to  fhun, 
Eut  face  the  ftorm,  and  drudge  thro'  ev'ry  fun ; 
Then  feek  the  cottage,  where  the  homely  bowl 
Smooths  ev'ry  brow,  and  opens  ev'ry  foul ; 
Speeds  the  fame  focial  warmth  from  breaft  to  breaft. 
And  bids  them  laogli  at  Verres,  and  his  creft. 

When  honeft  Colin  fees  the  fhining  all 
That  gilds  the  'Change,  and  dignifies  Whitehall ; 
Xoft  in  the  fcenes  of  turbulence  and  ftrife. 
The  farce  of  grandeur,  and  the  pomp  of  life. 
He  fteals  impatient  to  his  native  fhade. 
And  longs  to  grafp  his  waggon  and  liis  fpade .; 
Heedlefs  of  ev'ry  charm,  of  ev'ry  grace. 
That  forms  the  goddefs  in  Fitzwalter's  face. 
That  lends  to  Finch  her  majefty  of  mien- 
He  Vv'ould  not  change  his  Sufan  for  a  queen. 

Believe  me,  fir  i  diftinction,  pomp,  and  nolfe. 
Corrupt  our  tampers,  as  they  clou-d  car  joys : 

And 
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And  furely,  when  the  focial  fpirit's  broke, 
A  ftar's  a  gewgaw,  and  a  lord's  a  joke. 
Without  thofe  robes,  thofe  gorgeous  bagatelles. 
That  deck  our  nobles,  and  that  charm  our  belles ; 
Without  a  crane-neck'd  chariot's  fmooth  career. 
Without  the  wealth  of  Indus  in  your  ear ; 
Without  a  group  of  pidlures  dearly  bought. 
Where  Titian's  colours  vie  with  Guide's  thought  ; 
Without  the  fruits  of  Spain,  the  wines  of  France, 
Without  an  opera,  and  without  a  dance. 
You  may  live  happy,  as  gra.ve  doftors  tell. 
At  Rome,  at  Tunbridge,  in  a  grot,  or  cell. 

From  fky  to  fky  th'  imperial  bird  of  Jove 
Spreads  his  broad  wing,  and  thund'ring  grafps  his  love  j 
The  mighty  bull,  by  genial  Zephyr  fway'd, 
Erd-apttir'd  courts  his  heifer  to  the  fhade ; 
The  feather'd  warblers  pair  on  ev'ry  fpray. 
The  grove  re-echoing  with  the  iprightly  lay ; 
While  the  gay  tribe  of  infefts  blifsful  fhare 
The  joys  of  love,  and  people  all  the  air. 
All,  all  that  in  the  depths  of  ocean  lie. 
Graze  on  the  plain,  or  ikim  along  the  fey. 
Fondly  purfue  the  end  by  nature  giv'n. 
Life  all  their  aim,  and  quiet  all  their  heav'n^ 

If  then  no  fongfcers  grudge  the  bear  his  thigh. 
The  hound  his  noftrii,  or  the  lynx  liis  eye ; 
Nor  feel  a  pang  tho'  Afric's  ftiaggy  brood 
Majeftic  ftalk  the  monarchs  of  the  wood  ; 
Why  Ihould  you  think  your  folitude  a  tomb. 
If  Fulteney  has  a  title  and  a  plumb  ? 

M . 
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M . 

Rut  foft— reftrain  this  turbulence  of  war. 
Tills  mimic  image  of  the  wordy  bar  ; 
Left  you  fhould  feem  to  copy  Henly's  lore. 
Who  gravely  kills  objedlions  by  the  fccre. 

Behold  that  wretch,  by  ev'ry  woe  diilrefs'd^. 
Want  in  his  eye,  and  horror  in  his  breaft ; 
A  thoufand  namelefs  agonies  of  pain 
Rack  ev'r}^ nerve,  and  burn  thro'  ev'ry  vein;. 
He  lives  to  fufFer,  and  but  fpeaks  to  m.oan. 
And  numbers  every  minute  by  a  groan. 
Is  he  then  happy.  ?  bleft  with  every  joy 
That  glows  on  Cecil's  cheek,  or  Dorfet's  eye  ? 
Shall  we  proclaim  him  bleft,  without  rebuke,. 
And  rank  a  martyr'd  beggar  v/ith  a  duke  ? 

A . 

Believe  me,  fir  !  each  mortal  has  Ms  fear^. 
Each  foul  an  anguifh,  and  each  eye  a  tear ; 
Aches,  pains,  and  fevers  every  breaft  alTaU, 
And  haunt  alike  the  city  and,  the  vale. 

What  tho'  in  pom.p  your  painted  veffels  roll. 
Fraught  with  the  gems  tl\at  glare  from  pole  to  pole>r— 
Tho'  health  aufpicious  gilds  your  every  grace. 
Nerves  the  ftrong  limb,  and  bluihes  o'er  the  face  ; 
Tho'  grac'd  with  all  that  dignity  of  wit 
That  charm'd  in  Villars,  and  now  charms  in  Pitt ; 
Poflefs'd  of  all  the  eloquence  that  hung 
On  Tully's  lip,  and  drops  from  Murray's  tongue  ; 

Tho' 
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Tho'  all  the  titles,  coronets,  and  ftars. 
That  ftatefmen  aim  at,  and  that  Malton  bears. 
Enrich  your  'fcutcheon,  dignify  your  creft. 
Beam  on  your  coach,  and  blaze  upon  your  breafl ; 
Can  they  forbid  the  fecret  ill  to  glow. 
The  pang  to  torture,  or  the  tear  to  flow  ? 
Confefs  we  then  that  all  the  ills  of  life, 
Difeafes,  grief,  vexations,  follies,  lirife,. 
Without  diftin6lion  every  foul  perplex. 
Haunt  ev'ry  fcene,  and  prey  on  all  the  fex. 
Yet  let  us  own  that  every  pleafure  too 
That  glads  the  adlive,  and  that  wings  the  flow. 
Alike  indulgent  to  the  rich  and  poor. 
Glides  thro'  the  land,  and  knocks  at  ev'ry  door- 
Hear  then,  without  the  fpecious  pride  of  art, 
A  truth  that  ftrikes  the  moral  to  the  heart ; 
A  truth  that  liv'd  in  Cato's  patriot-breaft. 
And  bade  a  dying  Socrates  be  bleil  : 
All,  all,  but  virtue  is  a  fchool-boy's  theme. 
The  air-drefs'd  phantom  of  a  virgin's  dream  ; 
A  gilded  toy,  that  homebred  fools  deflre. 
That  coxcombs  boail  of,  and  that  mobs  admire  : 
Her  radiant  graces  every  blifs  unfold. 
And  turn  whate'er  fl:ie  touches  into  gold. 


THE 
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THE 

BIRTH  AND  EDUCATION  OF  GENIUS 

A      TALE. 

E  S,  Harriet  !  fay  whate'er  you  can, 
'Tis  education  makes  the  man  : 
Whatc'er  of  Genius  v,e  inherit. 
Exalted  fenfc,  and  lively  fpirit, 
Muft  all  be  difciplin'd  by  rules. 
And  take  their  colour  from  the  fchcols. 

'Twas  nature  gave  that  cheek  to  glowj. 
That  breait  to  rife  in  hills  of  fnow, 
Thofe  fweetly -temper 'd  eyes  to  fiiine 
Above  the  fapphires  of  the  mine. 
But  all  your  more  majefiic  charms. 
Where  grace  prefides,  where  fpirit  v/arms ; 
That  fnape  which  falls  by  juft  degrees. 
And  flows  ii;to  the  pomp  of  eafe  ; 
That  Hep,  v/hofe  motion  feems  to  fvvim. 
That  melting  harmony  of  llm.b. 
Were  form'd  by 'Glcr\'cr's  fidlful  glance>. 
At  Chelfea,  v/hen  you  learnt  to  dance. 

'Tis  fo  with  man. — rlis  talents  reft 
Misfliapen  embrios  in  his  breallj 
Till  education's  eye  explores 
The  flecping  intelleftual  pow'rs. 

Awakes- 
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Awakes  the  dawn  of  vvit  and  Tenfe, 
And  lights  them  into  excellence. 
On  this  depends  the  patriot-flame. 
The  fine  ingenuous  feel'of  fame, , 
The  manly  fpirit,  brave  and  boldj , 
Superior  to  the  taint  of  gold. 
The  dread  of  infamy,  the  zeal 
Of  honour,  and  the  public  weal. 
And  all  thcfe  virtues  which  prefage 
Tlie  glories  of  a  rifing  age. 

But,  leaving  all  thefe  graver  things 
To  ftatefmen,  moralills,  and  kings, 

Whofe  bufmefs  'tis  fuch  points  to  fettle 

Ring— -and  bid  Robin  bring  the  kettle. 

Mean  while  the  muf:r,  whole  fportive  fcrain 

Flows  like  her  voluntary  vein. 

And  impudently  dares  afpire 

To  {hare  the  wreath  with  Swift  and  Prior, , 

Shall  tell  an  allegoric  tale. 

Where  truth  lies  hid  beneath  the  veil. 

One  April-morn  as  Phccbus  play'd 
His  carols  in  the  Delphic  Ihade, 
A  nymph,  call'd  Fancy,  blithe  and  free. 
The  fav'rite  chUd  of  Liberty, 
Heard,  as  fhe  rov'd  about  the  plain,  - 
The  bold  enthufiafiic  Itrain  ; 
Slie  heard,  and  led  by  warm  defirCj 
To  know  the  artift  of  the  lyre. 
Crept  foftly  to  a  fvveet  alcove. 
Kid  in  the  umbrage  of  the  grov^, 

VoL.LXV. .  P-  And;.. 
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And,  peeping  through  the  myrtle,  faw 
A  handfome,  young,  celelHal  beau. 
On  nature's  fopha  ftretch'd  along. 
Awaking  harmony,  and  long. 

Struck  with  his  fine  majeftic  mien. 
As  certain  to  be  lov'd  as  feen. 
Long  ere  the  melting  air  was  o'er 
She  cry'd,  in  extacy.  Encore  ; 
And,  what  a  prude  will  think  but  odd,- 
Popp'd  out,  and  curtfey'd  to  the  God.- 
Phoebus,  gallant,  polite,  and  keen  as 
Each  earth-born  votary  of  Venus, 
Rofe  up,  and  with  a  graceful  air 
Addrefs'd  the  vifionary  fair  ; 
Excus'd  his  morning-difhabille, 
Complain'd  of  late  he  had  been  ill. 
In  fliort,  he  gaz'd,  he  bow'd,  he  figh'd. 
He  fung,  he  flatter'd,  prefs'd,  and  ly'd. 
With  fuch  a  witchery  of  art. 
That  Fancy  gave  him  all  her  heart. 
Her  catechifm  quite  forgot, 
And  waited  on  him  to  his  grot. 

In  length  of  time  fhe  bore  a  fon. 
As  brilliant  as  his  fire  the  Sun. 
Pure  aether  was  the  vital  ray 
That  lighted  up  his  finer  clay  ; 
The  nymphs,  the  rofy-finger'd  hours. 
The  dryads  of  the  woods  and  bow'rs. 
The  graces  with  their  loofen'd  zones. 
The  mufes  with  their  harps  and  crowns. 


Young 
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Young  zephyrs  of  the  fofteft  wing, 
The  loves  that  wait  upon  the  fpiing. 
Wit  with  his  gay  aiTociate  mirth. 
Attended  at  the  infant's  birth. 
And  faid.  Let  Genius  be  his  name. 
And  his  the  faireft  wreath  of  fame. 

The  goffips  gone,  the  chrift'ning  o'er. 
And  Genius  now  'twixt  three  and  four, 
PhcEbus,  according  to  the  rule, 
Refolv'd  to  fend  his  fon  to  fchool : 
And,  knowing  well  the  tricks  of  youth, 
Refign'd  him  to  the  matron  Truth, 
Whofe  hut,  unknown  to  pride  and  pelf,  was 
Near  his  own  oracle  at  Delphos. 
The  rev'rend  dame,  who  found  the  child 
A  little  mifchievous,  and  wild. 
Taught  him  at  firft  to  fpell  and  read. 
To  fay  his  prayers,  and  get  his  cretd-— 
Wou'd  often  tell  him  of  the  iky. 
And  what  a  crime  it  is  to  lye. 
She  chid  him  when  he  did  amifs. 
When  well,  ftie  blefs'd  him  with  a  kifs. 
Her  filter  Temp'rance,  fage,  and  quiet, 
Prefided  at  his  meals  and  diet  : 
She  watch'd  him  with  religious  care. 
And  fed  him  with  the  fimpleft  fare  ; 
Wou'd  never  let  the  urchin  eat 
Of  pickled  pork,  or  butcher's  meat. 
But  what  of  aliment  earth  yields 
In  gardens,  orchards,  woods,  and  fields  j 

P  2  .'  Whate'er 
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V/hate'er  of  vegetable  wealth 

Was  cultur'd  by  the  hand  of  health. 

She  cropp'd  and  drefs'd  it,  as  flie  knew  well. 

In  many  a  mefs  of  foup  and  gruel  ; 

And  now  and  then,  to  cheer  his  heart, 

Indulg'd  him  with  a  Sunday's  tart. 

A  lully  peafant  chanc'd  to  dwell 
Hard  by  the  folitary  cell  : 
His  name  was  Labour.— -Ere  the  dawn 
Had  broke  upon  the  upland-lawn. 
He  hied  him  to  his  daily  toil. 
To  turn  the  glebe,  or  mend  the  foil. 
With  him  young  Genius  oft  wou'd  go 
O'er  dreary  vvaftes  of  ice  and  fnow. 
With  rapture  climb  the  clcud-topt  hill. 
Or  wade  acrofs  the  {hallow  rill  ; 
Or  thro'  th'  entangled  wood  purfue 
The  footfteps  of  a  ilraggling  ewe;. 
Ey  thefe  fatigues  he  got  at  length 
Robullnefs,  and  athletic  flrength. 
Spirits  as  light  as  flies  the  gale 
Along  the  lilly-filver'd  vale. 
The  cherub  health,  of  dimple  fleek. 
Sat  radiant  on  his  rofy  cheek. 
And  gave  each  nerve's  elafcic  fprirg 
The  vigour  of  an  eaglet's  v/ing. 

Time  now  had  roll'd,  with  fmooth  career, 
Our  hero  thro'  his  feventh  year. 
Tho'  in  a  ruftic  cottage  bred. 
The  bufy  imp  had  thought  and  read  : 

He 
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He  knew  th'  adventures,  one  by  one. 

Of  Robin  Hood  and  Little  John  ; 

Ccu'd  ling  with  fpirit,  warmth,  -and  grace. 

The  woeful  hunt  of  Chevy  Chace  ; 

And  how  St.  George,  his  fiery  nag  on, 

Deilroy'd  the  vaft  Egyptian  dragon. 

Chief  he  admir'd  that  learned  piece 

Wrote  by  the  fabuliil:  of  Greece, 

Where  wifdom  fpeaks  in  crows  and  cocks. 

And  cunning  fneaks  into  a  fox. 

In  fhort,  as  now  his  op'ning  parts, 

Hipe  for  the  culture  of  the  arts, 

Becair.e  in  ev'ry  hour  acuter, 

Apollo  look'd  out  for  a  tutor ; 

But  had  a  world  of  pains  to  hnd 

Thi-:  artiit  of  the  human  mind. 

For,  in  good  truth,  full  many  an  afs  was 

Among  the  dodlors  of  Parnalfus, 

Who  fcarce  had  tkill  enough  to  teach 

Old  Lilly's  elements  of  ipeech  ; 

And  knew  as  much  of  men  imd  morals 

As  dcftor  R.ock  of  ores  .ind  corals. 

At  length,  with  much  of  thought  and  care, 

He  found  a  mailer  for  his  heir  ; . 

A  learned  man,  adroit  to  fpeak 

Pure  Latin,  and  vour  attic  Greek  ; 

Well  known  in  all  the  courts  of  fame. 

And  Criticifm  was  his  name. 

Beneath  a  tutor  keen  and  fine  as 
Or  Arillotle,  or  Longinus, 

P  3  Beneath 
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Beneath  a  lynx's  eye  that  faw 
The  flighteft  literary  flaw. 
Young  Genius  trod  the  path  of  knowledge. 
And  grew  the  wonder  of  the  college. 
Old  authors  v/ere  his  bofom  friends- 
He  had  them  at  his  fingers'-ends — 
Became  an  acc'rate  imitator 
Of  truth,  propriety,  and  nature  ; 
Difplay'd  in  every  juil:  remark 
The  ftrong  fagacity  of  Clark  ; 
And  pointed  out  the  falfe  and  true 
With  all  the  fun-beams  of  Bofiu. 
But  tho'  this  critic-fage  refin'd 
His  pupil's  intelledlual  mind. 
And  gave  him  all  that  keen  difcerning 
Which  marks  the  character  of  learning  ; 
Yet,  as  he  read  with  much  of  glee 
The  trifles  of  antiquity. 
And  Bentley-like  would  write  epiftles 
About  the  origin  of  v/hiflles  ; 
The  fchola.r  took  his  maker's  trim. 
And  grew  identically  him  ; 
Employ'd  a  world,  of  pains  to  teach  us 
What  nation  firft  invented  breeches  ; 
Aflerted  that  the  Roman  focks 
Were  broider'd  v.ith  a  pair  of  clocks  ; 
That  Capaa  fcrv'd  up  with  her  vivflijals 
An  olio  cf  Vcnafran  pickles; 
That  Slfvgambis  drefs'd  in  blue. 
And  wore  'acr  trcfles  in  a  queue. 


IR 
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In  fhort,  he  knew  what  Paulus  Jovius, 
Salmafius,  Grasvius,  and  Gronovius, 
Have  faid  in  fifty  folio  volumes. 
Printed  by  Elzevir  in  columns. 

Apollo  faw,  with  pride  and  joy. 
The  vail  improvement  of  his  boy  ; 
But  yet  had  more  than  ilight  fufpicion. 
That  all  this  load  of  erudition 
Might  overlay  his  parts  at  once. 
And  turn  him  out  a  letter'd  dunce. 
He  faw  the  lad  had  fill'd  his  fenfe 
With  thmgs  of  little  confequence  ; 
That  tho'  he  read,  with  application. 
The  wits  of  every  age  and  nation. 
And  could,  v/ith  nice  precifion,  reach 
The  boideft  metaphors  of  fpeech  ; 
Yet  warp'd  too  much,  in  truth's  defiance. 
From  real  to  fictitious  fcience. 
He  was,  with  all  his  pride  and  parts, 
A  mere  mechanic  in  the  arts. 
That  meafures  with  a  rule  and  line 
What  nature  meant  for  great  and  fine. 

Phoebus,  who  faw  it  right  and  wife  was 
To  counteracl  this  fatal  bias. 
Took  home  his  fon  with  mighty  halle. 
And  fent  him  to  the  fchool  of  Taile. 
1  his  fchool  v/as  built  by  wealth  and  peace. 
Some  ages  fince,  in  elder  Greece, 
]  uil  Vv'hen  the  Sta<.yrite  had  writ 
His  ledlures  on  the  pow'rs  cf  wit. 

P  4  Hcrsj 
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Here,  fluPa'd  in  all  the  bloom  of  youtlij 
Sat  beauty  in  the  fhrine  of  truth. 
Here,  all  the  iiner  arts  were  feen 
AfTembled  round  their  virgin  queen. 
Here,  fculpture  on  a  bolder  plan 
Ennobled  marble  into  man. 
Here,  mufic,  with  a  foul  on  fire, 
Impaffion'd,  breatb'd  along  the  lyr;  ; 
And  Jiere,  the  painter-muie  dilplay'd 
Diviner  forms  of  light  and  Ihade. 

But,  fuch  the  fate,  as  Hefiod  fmgs. 
Of  all  our  fublunary  things. 
When  nov/  the  Turk,  with  fword  and  halterSj, 
Had  drove  religion  from  her  altars^ 
And  delug'd  with  a  fea  of  biood 
The  academic  dome  and  wood  ; 
Affrighted  Tafte,  v^ith  wings  unfurl'd. 
Took  refuge  in  the  weftern  world  ; 
And  fettled  on  the  Tufcan  main,. 
With  all  the  mufes  in  his  train. 

In  this  calm  fcene,  where  Taile  withdrew? 
And  Science  trimm'd  Jier  lamp  anew; 
Young  Genius  rang'd  in  every  part 
The  vifionary  worlds  of  art. 
And  from  their  finifli'd  forms  refin'd 
His  own  congenial  warmth  of  mind. 
And  learn'd  with  happy  fkill  to  trace 
The  magic. povv/ers  of  eafe  and  grace-: 
His  ftyle  grew  .delicately  fine, 
-His  numbers  fiow'd  along  his'  line. 


Hi' 
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His  periods  manly,  full,  and  ftrong. 
Had  all  the  harmony  of  fong. 
Whene'er  his  images  betray 'd 
Too  llrong  a  light,  too  weak  a  fhads, 
-Or  in  the  graceful  and  the  grand 
Confefs'd  inelegance  of  hand. 
His  noble,  mailer,  who  cou'd  fpy 
The  fiiglitel:  fault  witli  half  an  eye. 
Set  right  by  one  ethereal  touch. 
What  feem'd  too  little  or  too  much  ; 
Till  every  attitude  and  air 
Arofe  fuprcinely  full  and  fair. 

Genius  was  now  among  his  betters 
Diftinguifh'd  as  a  man  of  letters. 
7'here  wanted  fHU,  to  make  him  pleafe. 
The  fplendcr  of  addrefs  and  eafe. 
The  foul-enchanting  mien  and  air. 
Such  as  we  fee  in  Grofvenor-Square, 
When  Lady  Charlotte  fpeaks  and  moves. 
Attended  by  a.fwarm  of  loves. 

Genius  had  got,  to  fay  the  truth, 
A  manner  aukward  and  uncouth  ; 
Sure  fate  of  all  who  love  to  dwell 
In  wifdom's  folitary  cell  : 
So  much  a  clown  in  gait,  and  laugh. 
He  v/anted  but  a  fcrip  and  flair  ; 
And  fuch  a  beard  as  hung  in  candles 
Down  to  Diogenes's  fandals. 
And  planted  all  his  chin  thick. 
To  be  like  him  a  dirty  cynic. 

ApoU 
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Apollo,  who,  to  do  him  right. 
Was  always  perfedlly  polite, 
Chagrin'd  to  fee  his  fon  and  heir 
Difhonour'd  by  his  gape  and  flare, 
Reiolv'd  to  fend  him  to  Verfailles, 
To  learn  a  minuet  of  Marfcilles  : 
But  Venus,  who  had  deeper  reading 
In  all  the  myfteries  of  breeding, 
Obferv'd  to  Phoebus,  that  the  name 
Of  fop  and  Frenchman  was  the  fame. 
French  manners  were,  fhe  faid,  a  thing  which 
Thofe  grave  mifguided  fools,  the  Englifh, 
Had,  in  defpite  of  common  fer.fe, 
Millook  for  manly  excellence  ; 
By  which  their  nation  Itrangely  funk  is. 
And  half  their  nobles  turn'd  to  monkici. 
.She  thought  it  better,  as  the  cafe  was. 
To  fend  young  Genius  to  the  graces  : 
Thofe  fweet  divinities,  fhe  faid, 
Wou'd  form  him  in  the  myrtle  fliade  ; 
And  teach  him  more,  in  half  an  hour. 
Than  Lewis  or  his  Pompadour. 

Phoebus  agreed — the  graces  took 
Their  noble  pupil  from  his  book, 
Allow'd  him  at  their  fide  to  rove 
Along  their  own  domellic  grove, 
Amidft  the  found  of  melting  lyres, 
.Soft-wreathing  frniles,  and  young  defires  : 
And  when  confin'd  by  winds  or  fhow'rs. 
Within  their  amaranthine  bow'rs. 


They 
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They  taught  him  with  addrefs  and  fkill 
To  iTiine  at  ombre  and  quadrille  ; 
Or  let  him  read  an  ode  or  play. 
To  wing  the  gloomy  hour  awav. 

Gem  us  was  charm'd — divinely  plac'd. 
'Midll:  beauty,  wit,  politenefs,  tafte ; 
And,  having  every  hour  before  him 
The  iineil:  models  of  decorum. 
His  manners  took  a  fairer  ply, 
Expreffioi)  kindled  in  his  eye  j 
His  gefture  difengag'd,  and  dean. 
Set  oiF  a  fine  majeffic  mien  ; 
And  gave  his  happy  pow'r  to  pleafe 
The  nobleft  elegance  of  eafe. 

Thus,  by  the  difcipline  of  art. 
Genius  fnone  cut  in  head  and  heart. 
Form'd  from  his  firfl:  fair  bloom  of  youth. 
By  Temp'ranc'e  and  her  filler  Truth, 
He  knew  the  fcientific  page 
Of  every  ciime  and  every  age  ; 
Had  learnt  with  critic-fkill  to  rein 
The  wildnefs  of  his  native  vein  ; 
That  critic-ikill,  tho'  cool  and  chaRe, 
Refin'd  beneath  the  eye  of  Tafte  ; 
His  un  forbidding  mien  and  air. 
His  aukward  gait,  his  haughty  flare. 
And  every  llain  that  wit  debafes. 
Were  m.elted  off  aniong  the  graces ; 
And  Genius  rofe,  in  form  and  mind. 
The  firft,  the  greatefl  of  mankind. 

A  LETTER 


(     --^o     ) 

LETTER  TO  A  CLERGYMAN, 

OCCASIONED      BY      A 

REPORT  OF  HIS  PATRON'S  BEING  MADS 
ONE  OF  THE  LORDS  COMMISSIONERS  OF 
THE  GREAT  SEAL,  1756. 

F  fame,  dear  Mun  !  the  truth  reveals. 
Your  friend,  the  baron,  has  the  feals, 
V/ith  two  compeers,  his  reverend  brothers, — 
Wil5es  and  Sir  Eardly  are  the  others. 

juftlce,  who  long  had  feen  impreft 
Her  faireit  image  on  his  breaft, 
Plac'd  him  her  fubftituts,  to  awe 
The  nation  on  her  bench  of  law  I 
And  now,  to.muke  her  work  complete. 
Has  thron'd  him  on  her  mercy-feat. 

T'll  hold  you,  Mun  !  an  honell  guinea. 
That  pell  ambition's  bufy  in  you  ; 
You  mind  no  more  your  little  crops. 
Nor  ever  afk  the  price  of  hops  ; 
Nor  grieve  about  fuch  i'Jle  things 
As  ha'f  the  trumps,  and  all  the  kings  : 
Eut,  blell  each  night  with  objefts  brighter. 
Beheld, a  vifionary  mitre  ; 
And  fee  the  verger  near  you  ftand 
Majeftic  with  his  filver  wand. 

Well- 
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Well— if,  as  matters  now  foretel  it> 
It  is  year  fate  to  be  a  prelate  ; 
Tho',  loth  to  lofe  the  comic  ftrain. 
The  fong,  and  ev'ry  mirthful  vein. 
Which  oft  have  made  me  full  of  slee. 
And  kept  my  fpirits  up  till  three  j 
Yet,  fond  to  fee,  when  pray'rs  begin, 

E -d,  thy  heteroclite  chin. 

With  all  that  venerable  bufn  on, 
Repofmg  on  a  velvet  cuftiion  ; 
I  would  the  man  of  humour  quit. 
And  tliink  the  bilhop  worth  the  wit. 

But,  hark  you,  L r  !  as  you  mean 

To  be  a  bilhop,  or  a  dean. 

And  muft,  of  courfe,  look  grave,  and  big, 

I'd  have  you  get  a  better  wig  : 

You  know  full  well  when,  cheek  by  jole. 

We  waited  on  his  grace  at  Kp.ov?1  ; 

Tho'  that  trim  artifl,  barber  jackfon. 

Spent  a  whole  hour  about  your  caxon. 

With  irons  hot,  and  fingers  plaftic. 

To  make  it  look  ecclefiafcic  ; 

With  all  his  pains,  and  combs,  and  care. 

He  fcarce  cou'd  curl  a  fingle  hair. 

It  wou'd  be  right  too,  let  me  tell  you. 
To  buy  a  gown  of  new  prunella  ; 
And  bid  your  maid,  the  art  who  knows. 
Repair  your  caiTock  at  the  elbows. 

Lord !  what  a  fudden  alteration 
Will  wait  on  your  exalted  ilation  ! 

Cawthorn, 
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Cawthorn,  too  proud  a  prince  to  flatter. 

Who  calls  thee  nought  but  Mun  and  L r. 

Will  now  put  on  a  ibfter  mien. 

And  learn  to  lifp  out  Mr.  Dean  ; 

Or,  if  you're  made  a  mitred  peer. 

Humbly,  intreat  your  grace's  ear. 

Poor  Adams  too,  Vvill  funk,  and  ftare. 

And  trembling  Ileal  behind  your  chair  ; 

Or  clfe,  with  holy  zeal  addreffing. 

Drop  on  his  knees,  and  alk  your  bleffing.- 
And  now,  my  worthy  friend !  ere  yet 

We  read  it  in  the  next  Gazette, 

That  Tuefday  laft  a  royal  writ 

Was  fent  by  Secretary  Pitt 

To  all  and  fmgular  the  flails 

Prebendal  in  the  church  of  Paul's, 

Commanding  them  to  choofe  and  name 

A  biihop  of  unfpotted  fame  j 
And  warmly  recommending  thee 
As  prelate  of  the  vacant  fee  j 
It  will  not  be  araifs  to  know 
Before-hand  what  you  have  to  do. 

Firft,  as  you'll  want  a  grave  divine 
To  wait  upon  you  when  you  dine. 
To  guard  your  kitchen  from  diforders. 
And  fchool  the  youths  who  come  for  orders  ;, 
Take  not  an  academic  faplin. 
But,  for  your  life,  make  S— —  n  chaplain. 
He's  tall,  and  folemn,  foft  and  fleek. 
Well  read  in  Latin,  and  in  Greek ; 

A  proper 
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A  proper  man  to  tell  the  clerum 
About  Eufebias,  and  St.  Jerom  ; 
And  wou'd  as  foon  a  fiend  embrace  as 
Give  up  a  jot  of  Athanafius. 

Then,  as  to  what  a  bifhop  fleeces. 
In  procurations,  fines,  and  leafes. 
And  hoarding  up  a  world  of  pelf. 
You'll  want  no  fteward  but  yourfelf : 
For,  faith  !  your  lordfhip  has  gr^at  fkill  in 
The  virtues  of  a  fplendid  fhilling ; 
And  know,  as  well  as  Child  and  Hoare  *, 
That  two  and  two  will  make  up  four. 


*  Two  Bankers, 
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REGULATION   of  the  PASSIONS'" 

T  a  E   S  O  U  R  C  E   O  K 

H  U  M  A.N,.oifcl  A  P  P  I  N  E  S  S.. 

A    M  p  R  A  L     E  S  S  A  Y. 

Dunque  ne  i'  Ufo  per  cui  fur  concefie 

L'  impieghi  il  foggio  Duce,  e  le  govern!  : . 

Et  a  fuo  Senno  cr  tepidc,  .or  ardenti, 

Le  faccia ;  et  or  le  afi'rctti,  et  or  le  allenti. 

Tasso 

E  S,  yes,  dear  floic !  hide  it  :is  you  can. 
The  fphere  of  pleafure  is  the  fphere  of  man  : 
This  warms  our  wifnes,  animates  our  toil. 
And  forms  alike  a  Newton,  or  an  Hoyk  ; 
Gives  all  the  foul  to  all  the  foul  regards. 
Whether  ftie  deal  in  planets,  or  in  cards. 

In  ev€ry  human  breafi:  there  lives  enfiirin'd . 
Some  atom  pregnant  with  th'  ethereal  mind  ; 
Som.e  plaftic  pow'r,  fome  intclleftual  ray. 
Some  genial  fun-beam  from  the  fource  of  day  ; 
Something  that,  warm  and  relllefs  to  afpire. 
Works  the  young  heart,  and  fets  the  foul  on  fire. 
And  bids  us  all  cur  inborn  pow'rs  employ 
To  catch  the  phantom  of  ideal  joy. 

Were 
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Vv'cre  it  not  fo,  the  foul,  all  dead  and  loft. 
Like  the  tall  clifF  beneath  th'  impaffive  froft,. 
Fcrm'd  for  no  end,  and  impotent  to  pleafe, 
Wou'd  lie  inaftive  on  the  couch  of  cafe  ; 
And,  heedlcfs  of  proud  fame's  immortal'laya. 
Sleep  all  her  dull  divinity  away. 

And  yet,  let  but  a  zephyr's  breath  begin 
To  ilir  the  latent  excellence  within — 
Wak'd  in>that  moment's  elementiJ  llrife, 
Irapaffion'd  genius  feels  the  breath  of  life  ; 
Th'  expanding  heart  delights  to  leap  and  glo'-. 
The  pulfe  to  kindle,  and  the  tear  to  flow : 
Strong  and  mere  flrong  the  light  celeftial  flilnes,. 
Each  thought  ennobles,  and' each  fcnfc  refines. 
Till  all  the  foul,  full  op'ning  to  the  flame. 
Exalts  to  virtue  what  fhe  felt  for  fame. 
Hence,  juft  as  nature  points  the  kindred  fire. 
One  plies  the  pencil,-  one  awakes  the  lyre; 
This,  with  an  Halley's  luxury  of  ftiul. 
Galls  the  wild  needle  back  upon  the  pole. 
Maps  half  the  winds,,  and  gives  the  fail  to  fly 
In  ev'ry  ocean  of  the  arftic  flcy  ;• 
While  he  whofe  vaft  capacious  mind  explores 
All  nature's  fcenes,  and  nature's  God  adores, 
Skill'd'in  each  drug  the  varying  world  provides,, 
All  earth  emboforns,  and  all  cceaii  hides; 
Expels,  like  Heberden,  the  young  difcafj. 
And  foftens  anguifh  to  the  fmile  cf  eafc. 

The  pafiions  then  all  human  virtue  give. 
Fill  up  the  foul,  and  lend  her  llrsngth  to  livc- 
VoL.  Lxv:.  0^  T® 
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To  them  we  owe  fair  truth's  unfpotted  page. 
The  gen'rous  patriot,  and  the  moral  fage  ; 
The  hand  that  forms  the  p-eometric  line. 
The  eye  that  pierces  thro'  th'  unbcweD'd  mine. 
The  tongue  that  thunders  eloquence  along. 
And  the  fine  ear  that  melts  it  into  fong. 

And  yet  theie  palTions  which,  on  nature's  plan> 
Call  out  the  hero  while  they  form  the  man, 
Warp'd  from  the  facred  line  that  nature  gave. 
As  meanly  ruin  as  they  nobly  favc. 
Th'  ethereal  fcul  that  heav'n  itfelf  infpires 
With  all  its  virtues,  and  with  all  its  fires. 
Led  by  thefe  fyrens  to  feme  wild  extreme. 
Sets  in  a  vattur  when  it  ought  to  beam  ; 
Like  a  Dutch  fun  that  in  the  autumnal  Iky 
Looks  thro'  a  fog,  and  rifes  but  to  die. 
But  he  whofe  aftive,  unencumber'd  mind 
Leaves  this  lov/  earth,  and  all  its  milts  behind. 
Fond  in  a  pure  unclouded  ficy  to  glow. 
Like  the  bright  orb  that  rifes  on  the  Po, 
O'er  half  the  globe  with  ik-ady  fplendor  fliines. 
And  ripens  virtues  as  it  riptns  mines. 

Whoever  thinks,  muit  lee  that  man  was  made 
To  face  the  ftorm,  not  languifii  in  the  ihade  : 
Action's  his  fpherc,  and,  for  that  fphere  defign'd. 
Eternal  pleafures  open  on  his  mind. 
F(  r  this,  fair  hope  leads  on  th'  impaflion'd  foul 
Thro'  life's  wild  labyrinths  to  her  diilant  goal ; 
Fah.ts  in  each  dream,  to  fan  the  genial  fiame. 
The  pomp  of  riches,  and  the  pride  cf  fame  ; 

Or 
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Or  fondly  gives  reflection's  cooler  eye 

A  glance,  an  image  of  a  future  ilcv.  .  .    .  ,     •  . 

Yet,  tho'  kind  heav'n  points  out  th'  unerringr.rbadi- 
That  leads  thro'  nature  up  to  blifs  and  God; 
Spite  of  that  God,  and  all  his  voice  divine. 
Speaks  in  the  heart,  or  teaclies  from  the  flirine,     ' 
Man,  feebly  vain,  and  impotently  wile, 
Difdains  the  manna  fent  him  from,th,e  jOcies  ; 
Talklefs  of  all  that  vii-tue  gives  to  pleafe. 
For  thought  too  adive,  and  too  mad  for  eafe. 
From  wiili  to  u'ifh  in  life's  mad  vori^ex:  toil,   , 
For  ever  flruggling,  and  fcr  ever  ioH  ; 
He  fcorns  religion,  tho'  her  feraphs  callj: 
And  lives  in  rapture,  or  not  lives  at  felt  ^ (^7^;  7 

And  now,  lei:  Icofe  to  all  our  hopes  and  fears,.;. 
.As  pride  infpirits,  or  ambition  tear5,  •     -v' 

From  ev'ry  tie,  from  ev'ry  duty  freed, 
"Vvichout  a  balance,  and  without  a  creed. 
Dead  ev'ry  (evSe,  e.Tch  particle  divine. 
And  all  the  man  embruted  in  the  iv/ine  ;- 
Thefe  drench  in  luxury's  ambrofial  bcM'I 
Rcafon's  lall  fpark,  and  drain  oir  all  the  fcuL 
Thofe  for  vain  wealth  fly  on  from  pole  to  pole, 
¥.'here  winds  can  waft  them,  and  where  feas  can  roil,. 
While  others,  wearied  with  the  farce  of  pcw''r. 
Or  mad  with  riot  in  the  midnight  hour. 
With  Spain's  proud  monarch  to  a  cell  retire. 
Or,  Nero  like,  fet  Jialf  the  globe  on  fire. 

Stretch'd  on  high-tow'ring  Dover's  flindy  bed,, 
Without  a  coffin,  and  without  a  her^d  ; 

0^2  A  dirty 
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A  dirty  fail-cloth  o'er  hh  body  thrown. 
By  marks  of  mifery  alnicil:  unknown. 
Without  a  friend  to  pity,  or  to  fave. 
Without  a  dirge  to  confecrare  the  grave,- 

Great  Suffolk  lies he  who  for  years  had  fiioiie^r 

England's  f:xth   Henry  !   nearcft  to  thy  throne. 

What  boots  it  row,  that  lift'ning  fenares  hung 

All  ear,  all  rapture  on  his  angel-tongue  ? 

Ah  I  what  avails  th'  enormous  blar.e  between 

His  dawn  of  glory,  and'  his  clofmg  fcene  ! 

When  haughty  France  his  heav'n-born  pow'rs  ador'd. 

And  Anjou's  princefs  fhcath'd  Britannia's  fword  I 

Alk  ye  what  bold  conspiracy  opprefi: 

A  chief  fo  honour'd,  and  a  chief  fo  blfeft  ? 

Why,  Ivrft  of  power,   that  wpeck'd  his  rifmg  fame 

On  courts'  vain  ih'allovvs,  and  the  gulpli  of  fhame  : 

A  Glo'ller's  murder,  and  a  ration's  wrongs, 

Call'd  loud  for  vengeance  with  ten  thoufand  tongues  ; 

And  haften'd  death,  on  Albion's  chalky  flrand. 

To  end  the  exile  by  a  pirate's  hand. 

Pleafnre,  my  friend  !  on  this  fide  folly  lies ; 
It  may  be  vigorous,  bat  it  muft  be  wife  ; 
And  when  our  organs  once  that  end  attain. 
Each  ftep  beyond  it  is  a  Itcp  to  pain. 
For  afk  the  man  whofe  appetires  puifue 
Each  loofe  P.oxana  of  the  Hew ; 
V/ho  cannot  cat  till  luxury  refine 
His  taft.e,  and  teach  him  how  to  dine  ; 
Vv'ho  cannot  crink  till  Spain's  rich  vintage  flow, 
Mix'd  with  the  coolncis  of  December's  fnow  : 

Afk 
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Afkhim,  if  all  thofe  extafies  that  move 

The  puUe  ct'  rapture,  and  the  rage  of  love. 

When  wine,  wit,  wciTian,  all  their  pow'rs  employ. 

And  ev'ry  lenfe  is  loii  in  ev'ry  joy, 

£'er  fill'd  his  heart,  and  beani'd  upon  his  breail 

Content's  full  funfnine,  with  the  calm  of  reft  ? 

No virtue  only  gives  fair  peace  to  fhine. 

And  health,  O  facred  temperance  !  is  thine. 
Hence  the  poor  peafant,  whofe  laborious  fpade 
Rids  the  rough  crag  of  half  its  heath  and  fhade. 
Feels  in  the  quiet  of  his  genial  nights 
A  blifs  more  genuine  than  the  club  at  White's : 
And  has  in  full  exchange  fcr  fame  and  wealth, 
Herculean  vigour,  and  eternal  health. 

Of  blooming  genius,  judgment,  wit,  poiTcfo'd, 
By  poets  envied,,  and  by  peeis  cai-efs'd  ; 
By  royal  mercy  {av'd  from  legal  doom, 
Vv'^ith  royal  favour  crown'd  fcr  years  to  come, 
-O  hadit  thcu.  Savage  1  known  thy  Jot  to  prize. 
And  facred  held  fair  friendlhip's  gen'rous  ties ; 
iiadft  thou,  fincere  to  wifdom,  virtue,  truth, 
Curb'd  the  wild  fillies  of  impetuous  youth; 
Had  but  thy  life  been  equal  to  thy  lavs. 
In  vain  had  envy  ilrove  to  blaft  thy  bav's  ; 
In  Tain  thy  mother's  unrelenting  pride 
Had  ftrove  to  pafh  thee  helplcfs  from  her  fide  ; 
Fair  competence  had  lent  her  genial  dow'r. 
And  fmiling  peace  adorn'd  tliy  evening-hcur  ; 
True  pleafure  would  have  led  thee  to  her  fhrine. 
And  every  friend  to  merit  had  been  thine. 

Q,.  3  BkfM 


230  C  A"W~T'  H  O  R  N '  s     POEMS. 

Blefs'd  with  the  choicell  boon  that  hcav'n  can  give. 
Thou  then  hadft  learnt  v/ith  dignity  to  live  ; 
The  I'corn  of  wealth,  the  threats  cf  want  to  brave. 
Nor  fought  from  prifon  a  refuge  in  the  grave. 

Th'  immortal  l-lembrant  all  his  pidlures  mad* 
Soft  as  their  union  into  light  and  fliade*. 
Whene'er  his  colours  wore  too  bright  an  air, 
A  kindred  fliadow  took  off  all  the  glare  ; 
Whene'er  that  fliadow,  care!cf:-]y  erribrown'd, 
Stoleon  the  tints,  and  breath'd  a  gloom  around, 
Th'  attentive  artift  threw  a  v/armer  dye. 
Or  call'd  a  glory  fro!ti  a  piclur'd  {l<.y  ; 
Till  both  th'  oppofmg  powers  mix'd  in  one. 
Cool  as  the  night,  and  brilliant  as  the  fun. 

Paiffions,  like  colours,  have  their  ftrength  and  eafcj, 
Thofe  too  infipid,  and  too  gaudy  thefe  : 
Some  en  the  heart,  like  Spagnoletti's,  throw 
Fictitious  horrors,  and  a  weight  of  woe  ; 
Some,  like  Albano's,  catch  from  ev'ry  ray 
Too  ftrong  a  funtliine,  and  too  rich  a  day  ; 
Others,  with  Cailo's  Magdalens,  require 
A  quicker  fpirit,  and  a  touch  of  fire  ; 
Or  want,  perhaps,  tho'  of  celefllal  r?xe, 
Correc';io's  foftnefs,  and  a  Guido's  grace. 

Wou'dll  thou  then  reach  what  Rembrant's  genius  knew. 
And  live  the  model  that  his  pencil  drew. 
Form  -all  thy  lif j  v/ith  all  his  warmth  divine. 
Great  as  his  plan,  and  faultlefs  as  his  line  ; 
Let  all  thy  palucns,  like. his  colours,  play, 

'Strong  without  harihncfs,  without  glaring  gay  : 

Contraft 
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•^Contraft  them,  curb  them,  fpread  them,  or  confine. 
Ennoble  thefe,  and  thofe  forbid  to  fhine  ; 
With  cooler  (hades  ambition's  fire  allay. 
And  mildly  melt  the  pomp  of  pride  awayj 
Her  rainbow-robe  from  vanity  remove. 
And  foften  malice  with  the  fmile  of  love ; 
Bid  o'er  revenge  the  charities  prevail. 
Nor  let  a  grace  be  feen  without  a  vail  : 
So  Ihalt  thou  live  as  heav'nitfelf  defign'd. 
Each  pulfe  congenial  with  th*  informing  mind) 
■jiach  adion  ftation'd  in  its  proper  place. 
Each  virtue  blooming  with  its  native  grace* 
Each  pafiion  vig'rous  to  its  juft  degree. 
And  the  fair  whole  a  perfect  fymmetry. 


(^•4  THE 


THE      LOTTERY. 

INSCRIBED    TO    MISS    H . 

lAWTHORN  had  once  a  mind  to  iix 
His  carcafe  in  a  coach  and  fix. 
And  live,  if  his  eflate  would  bear  it. 
On  turtle,  ortolans,  and  claret  : 
For  this  he  went,  at  fortune's  call. 
To  wait  upon  her  at  Guildhall ; 
That  is,  like  many  other  thick  wits. 
He  bought  a  fcore  of  Lottery  Tickets^ 
And  faw  them  rife  in  dreadful  ranks 
Converted  to  a  fcore  of  blanks. 

Amaz'd,  and  vex'd  to  find  iiis  fcheme 
Delulive  as  a  midnight  dream. 
He  curs'd  the  goddefs  o'er  and  o'er, 
Call'd  her  a  mercenary  whore  ; 
Swore  that  her  dull  capricious  fenfe 
Was  always  dup'd  by  impudence. 
That  men  of  wit  v/erc  but  her  tools. 
And  all  her  favours  v/ere  for  fools. 
He  faid,  and  with  an  angry  gripe 
>?natch'd  up  his  fpeculutivc  pipe  ; 
A.nd,  that  he  might  his  grief  allay, 
Rc^d  half  a  page  in  Seneca. 

When,  lo  !  a  phantom,  tail,  and  thla, 
Knock'd  at  tkc  door,  and  enter 'd  in  ; 


^he 
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5he  wore  a  party-cclour'd  robe. 
And  feem'd  to  tread  upon  a  globe— 
Whiik'd  round  the  room  with  haughty  air. 
And  tofs'd  into  an  elbow  chair. 
Then  with  a  bold  terrific  look. 
Which  made  the  doclcr  drop  his  book, 
Addrefs'd  him  thus  ;    Thou  wicket  varletl 
Art  not  adiam'd  to  call  me  harlot  ? 
Why,  what's  thy  confequence  and  parts. 
Thy  /kill  in  letters,  or  in  arts. 
That  I,  poor  Fortune  !  mull  be  ledlur'd, 
Kick'd,  bully'd,  curs'd,  abus'd,  and  hector'd^ 
Becaule,  forfooth~-a  fever  roaft  thee,— 
Thou'rt  not  (o  wealthy  as  Da  Cofta  ? 

However,  as  thou  haft  fome  virtues. 
And  know'it  my  fav'rite  Tom  Curteis, 
I'll  point  thee  out  a  way  to  be 
Almoft  as  rich  a  man  as  he. 

Send  to  the  bank  this  day  and  buy 
Ten  Tickets  in  the  Lottery  ; 
And  bid  .your  honeft  friend,  the  broker^, 

-Endorfe  the  name  of  M —  H ; 

The  facred  nurribers  then  conilgn 
Devoutly  to  the  fair-one's  fhrine-i 
That  is,  in  humbler  rhetoric, 
Prefent  th.:m  by  yorr  footman  Dick, 
And  tell  her,  in  a  billet-doux, 
"  My  dear,  thefe  Tickets  are  for  yoo, 
"  An  oircring  from  an  heart  that's  fpiit 
■^'  Afunder  bv  yo'ir  fenfc  and  wit. 


Yet 
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"  Yet  has  the  grace,  to  tell  you  true, 
**  To  keep  its  own  dear  ends  in  view, 
•**  And  therefore  hopes  you'll  not  forget 
*'  To  give  me  half  of  what  you  get." 

My  life  on't.  Jemmy,  thou'lt  be  great- 
Five  thoufand  pounds  ! — a  good  eftate  : 
For  be  ailur'd  that,  tho'  the  poets, 
I'he  fmall  philofophers,  and  no-wits. 
Pretend  tliat  I'm  to  worth  unkind. 
And  impudently  paint  me  blind, 
I  yet  can  fee  thy  charmer's  merit. 
Her  talle,  her  dignity,  and  fpirit ; 
-Have  often  liften'd  to  her  fong. 
And  Hole  perfuafion  from  her  tongue  ; 
And  am  refolv'-d,  tho'  all  the  fhrews. 
Stock-jobbers,  brokers,  pimps,  and  Jews» 
Frown,  curfe,  expollulate,  and  rally. 
With  all  the  tongues  of  all  the  Alley, 
To  give  her,  out  cf  love  and  zeal. 
The  richeil  number  in  the  v/hecL 
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AN       EPISTLE. 
IN     THE     MANNER     OF     OVID. 

*ROM  thcfe  dark  cells,  in  fable  pomp  array 'd. 
Where  niglit's  black  horrors  breathe  a  deeper 
Hiade, 
AVhere  ev'ry  hour  fome  awful  vifion  brings 
Of  pale  affaffins,  and  the  flirouds  of  kings. 
What  comforts  can  a  wretched  wife  afford 
The  lafi  fad  moments  of  her  dying  lord  ? 
With  what  fond  tear,  what  love-impafrion'd  figh. 
Soothe  the  dear  mourner  ere  he  reach  the  fky  ? 

Ye  pow'rs  of  fong  that  ev'ry  chord  infpire 
When  Rome's  foft  Ovid  weeps  along  his  lyre  ; 
¥e  angel-founds  that  Troy'5  great  Hedor  moura. 
When  his  loft  confort  bleeds  upon  his  urn  ! 
Teach  me,  ye  warblers  !   teach  this  firain  of  woe 
Like  you  to  kindle,  and  like  you  to  flov/. 

Alas  1  in  vain  ye  bid  your  v/armths  divine 
Wake  all  the  firing,  and  live  thro'  all  the  line. 
-Spite  of  thofe  warmths,  th'  immortal  numbers  roH 
■Cool  from  my  hand,  and  faithlefs  to  my  foul ; 
Too  faint  a  vvifh,  too  calm  a  figh  impart, 
;Hide  half  my  grief,  and  tell  but  half  my  heart  ; 
Lofe  the  fond  anguifh  of  this  flowing  tear. 
And  the  keen  pang  that  tears  and  tortures  there. 

'Tis 
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'Tis  faid  that  fouls,  to  love's  foft  union  wrought, 
Converfe  by  filent  fympathy  of  thought : 
G!  then  with  that  myllerious  art  divine 
The  fierce  impatience  of  my  breall  be  thine  : 
And  when  fome  tender,  recollefting  figh 
Pours  the  big  paflion  from  each  v/eeping  eye. 
When  wrapt,  and  wild,  thy  fond  ideas  roil. 
And  all  my  image  takes  up  all  thy  foul ; 
I'hink  that  my  breaft  the  fame  dear  tumults  move. 
As  keen  an  anguifli,  and  as  foft  a  love  ; 
Think  that  1  hear  thy  pray'js,  explore  thy  fears. 
Sigh  to  thy  fighs,  and  weep  with  all  thy  tears  ; 
Form  all  thy  wiihes,  all  thy  phrenzies  fee. 
And  feel  for  Guilford  all  he  .feels  for  me. 

Ah  !  where  are  now  the  joys  my  fancy  drew 
For  ever  blooming,  and  for  ever  new  ! 
Where  the  dear  fcenes  that  meditation  aid. 
The  rill's  foft  murmur,  and  th'  embovv'ring  fhade ; 
Where  all  tlie  heartfelt  charities  that  move 
The  warmths  of  rapture  in  the  pulfe  of  love  ? 
Loft,  loft  for  ever,  like  th'  ethereal  fire 
Shot  thro'  the  ficy  to  gJiltcr  and  expire. 

Hide  it,  ye  pow'rs  !   the  fad,  the  folemn  day 
That  gave  a  Dudley  to  the  houfe  of  Grey  : 
For,  O  !  when  to  the  altar's  foot  we  cane. 
And  each  fond  eye  confefs'd  the  kindling  flame; 
Jufl  as  the  priefc  had  join'd  my  hand  to  thine 
An  awful  tremor  fhook  the  hal'ow'J  flirine, 
A  fudden  glocm  the  facred  walls  array'd. 
And  round  the  topers  ihrc-w  an  azure  ihadej 

The 
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The  winds  blew  hollow  with  the  voice  of  pain. 
Aerial  echoes  figh'd  thro'  all  the  fane  : 
'^Twas  God  himfcif  that,  from  th'  empyreal  flcy, 
Look'd  inaufpicious  on  the  nuptial  tie. 
And  pitying  taught,  as  prophecies  of  woe. 
The  flirines  to  tremble,  and  the  wind  to  blow. 

O  !  had  thy  blood  drunk  in  fome  fell  difeafe. 
From  each  chill  pinion  of  th'  autumnal  breeze. 
Had  yon  keen  fun,  with  all  the  rage  of  pain, 
Wing'd  every  pulli?,  and  fcorch'd  up  every  vein, 
Extinguifli'd  Guilford  ere  he  liv'd  his  fpan. 
It  had  been  nature,  and  the  fate  of  man. 
Keav'ns  !  had  my  cares  but  eas'd  thy  parting  breath. 
In  life's  lail  moment,  and  the  gafp  of  death, 
Explor'd  the  dear  imperfeft  founds  that  hung 
Loofe  on  ea<:h  fibre  of  the  fault'ring  tongue, 
Cool'd  the  fond  phrenzies  of  thy  parting  figh,. 
Wip'd  the  warm  drop  from  each  expiring  eye  ; 
J  had  but  known  what  many  a.  virtuous  pair 
Are  doom'd  to  fuffer,  and  are  doonrd  to  bear  : 
ijut,  O  !  in  thought's  v.'ild  images  to  fee 
My  glories  fall,  proud  infamy  !  like  thee  ; 
See,  'midft  the  murmur  of  a  million  fighs. 
The  fabre  glitte?,  and  the  fcafFold  rife  ; 
To  fee  my  Guilford  moving  fadly  fiovv 
Thro'  ranks  of  warriors,  and  the  pomps  of  woe  ; 
See  him,  while  bending  o'er  his  awful  bier. 
Shed  the  keen  anguifh  of  too  warm  a  tear, 
A  tear  that  from  the  warmths  of  love  proceeds. 
And  melts  the  hulband,  while  the  hero  bleeds—— 

Bleed, 
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Bleed,  did  I  fay  ? — Tear,  tear,  ye  pow'rs  of  art  ! 
Senfe,  nature,  memory,  from  my  tortur'd  heart  : 
And  thou,-— beneath  the  pole's  black  umbrage  laid,. 
Oblivion  !  daughter  of  the  midnight  fhade  ! 
V/ithall  thy  glooms,  and  all  thy  m-ifrs,  remove 
Each  f>veet  idea  of  connubial  love  : 
Hide  the  dear  man  whofe  viitues  firll  im.prcfl: 
Too  fond  an  image  on  my  virgin  breaft ; 
From  all  the  fcftnels  of  my  foul  efiace 
His  every  beauty,  and  his  every  grace  ; 
And  force  that  foul  with  patience  to  refign 
All  the  dear  tics  that  bound  her  faft  to  thine. 

Alas  !  vain  effort  of  mifguided  zeal  ! 
What  pow'r  can  force  aiHictiou  not  to  feel  ? 
What  faint  fcibid  this  throbbing  breaft  to  glow. 
This  figh  to  murmur,  and  this  tear  to  flow  f 
Still  honeft  nature  lives  her  anguifli  o'er. 
Still  the  fond  woman  bleeds  at  every  pcre. 
Ah  !  when  my  fcul,.aU  panting  to  afpire. 
Each  fcnfe  enraptur'd,  and  each  v.^ifl"i  on  fire. 
On  all  the  wings  of  hcav'n-born  virtue  flies 
To  yen  bright  funflune,  yon  unclouded  fkics  ; 
Spite  of  the  joys  that  heav'n  and  blifs  impart^ 
A  fofccr  image  heaves  within  my  heart  ; 
ImpafTions  nature  in  the  fprings  of  life. 
And  calls 'the  feraph  bade  into  the  wife. 

Yet  fay,  my  Guilford  !  fay,  why  wilt  thou  move 
Thefe  idle  vifions  of  defpairing  love  ? 
\Vhy  wilt  thou  ftiil,  with  every  grace  and  art. 
Spread  ihro'  mv  vei.ns,  and  kindle  in  my  heart  ? 

O  let 
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O  let  my  foul  far  other  tranfports  feel, 
Wing'd  with  thy  hopes,  and  vvarm'd  with  all  thy  zeal. 
And  thou,  in  yon  imperial  heav'n  enfhrin'd,    . 
Eternal  effluence  of  th'  eternal  mind  ! 

0  grace  divine  1  on  this  frail  bofom  ray 

One  gleam  of  comfort  from  the  fource  of  day. — 
She  comes,  and  all  my  opening  breall  infpires 
With  holy  ardors,  and  feraphic  fires  : 
Rapt,  and  fublime,  my  kindling  wifhes  roll, 
A  brighter  funfhine  breaks  upon  my  foul ; 
Strong,  and  more  flrong  the  light  celelHal  fhines. 
Each  thought  ennobles,  and  each  fenfe  refines  : 
Each  human  pang,  each  human  blifs  retires. 
All  earth-born  wilhes,  and  all  low  defires. 
The  pomps  of  empire,  grandeur,  wealth  decay. 
And  all  the  world's  vain  phantoms  fade  away. 

Rife,  ye  fad  fcenes  !  ye  black  ideas  rife. 
Rife,  and  difpute  the  empire  of  the  fkies  : 
Ye  horrors !  come,  and  o'er,  my  fenfes  throw 
Terriiic  vifions,  and  a  pomp  of  woe  ; 
Call  up  the  fcafFold  in  its  dread  parade. 
Bid  the  knell  echo  thro'  the  midnight  fhade  ; 
Full  in  my  fight  the  robe  funereal  wave, 
Sv.ell  the  loud  dirge,  and  open  all  my  grave  : 
Yet fliall  my  foul,  all-confcious  of  her  God, 
Refign'd,  and  fainted  for  the  bleft  abode. 
The  laft  fad  horrors  of  her  exit  eye. 
Without  a  tremor,  and  without  a  figh. 

Ah,  no-— while  heav'n  fhall  leave  one  pulfe  of  life 

1  fliil  am  woman,  and  am  ilill  a  wife  j 

My 
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My  hov'ring  foul,  tho'  rais'd  to  heav'n  by  pray'r,. 
Still  bends  to  earth,  and  finds  one  forrow  there  : 
There,  there,  aks  !  the  voice  of  nature  calls, 
A  ration  trembles,  anda  hufband  falls. 

O!  wou'd  to  heav'n,  I  cou'"d  like  2eno  boafl 
A  breaftof  marble,  and  a  foul  of  froil. 
Calm  as  old  Chaos,  ere  his  waves  begun 
To  know  a  zephyr,  or  to  feci  a  fun. 
Romantic  w-iili  !   for  O,  ye  pow'rs  divine  ! 
Was  ever  mifsry,  ever  grief,  like  mine  ? 
For  cvfer-  round  me  glares  a  tragic  fcene. 
And  now  the  woman  bleeds,  and  now  the  queen  : 
Now  back  to  Edward's  recent  grave  convey'd. 
Talk  vv'ith  fond  phrenzy  to  his  fpotlefs  fhade; 
iS'ovs^  wildly  image  all  his  fifter's  rage,. 
The  balefal  fury  of  the  rifmg  age  ; 
Behold  her  fangainary  banners  fly 
Loofe  to  the  breezes  of  a  Britifn  fky ; 
See  England's  genius  quit  th'  imperial  dome 
To  Spain's  proud  tyrant,  and  the  {laves  of  Rome  ;; 
See  all  the  land  the  laft  fad  horrors  feel. 
Of  cruel  creeds,  and  vifionary  zeal. 
Mad  bigotry  her  ev'ry  fon  infplres. 
Breathes  all  her  plagues,  and  blows  up  all  her  fires,. 
Points  the  keen  falchion,  waves  th'  av  enging  rod. 
And  murders  virtue  in  the  name  of  God. 

May  He,  who  firll  the  light  of  heav'n  difplay'd. 
The  dear  Redeemer  of  a  v/orld  in  fhade. 
He  tvho  to  man  the  blifs  of  angels  gave. 
Who  bled  to  triumph,  and  who  died  tofave. 

Beam 
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Beam  all  his  gofpel,  facred  and  divine. 
On  ev'ry  bofom,  and  on  ev'ry  fhrine  ; 
Relieve  th'  expiring  eye,  and  gafping  breathy 
And'refcue  nature  from  the  arm  of  death. 

And  now  refign'd,  my  bofoiri  lighter  grows, 
And  hope' foft-beaining  brightens  all  my  woes. 
Hark  !   or  delufion  chaims,  a  Seraph  fings 
And  choirs  to  waft  us  ipread  their  filver  wings ; 
Th'  immortal?  eall,  heav'n  opens  at  the  foundj 
And  glories  blaze,  and  mercy  lireams  around. 
Away — ere  nature  wake  her  pangs  anew. 
Friend,  father,  lover,  hulbar.d,  faint,  adieu  ! 
Yet  when  thy  fpirit,  taught  from  earth  to  fly. 
Spreads  her  full  plume,  and  gains  upon  the  &\-j 
One  moment  paufe  till  thefe  dead  orbs  rcfign 
Their  laft  faint  beam,  and  fpeed  my  foul  to  thine  : 
Then,  while  the  prieft,  in  hallow'd  robes  array 'd. 
Pay;  the  lail  henours  to  each  parting  Huide  ; 
Wiiile  o'er  our  afhcs  weeps  th'  attending  train, 
Aiid  the  fad  rtquitm  flows  along  the  fane  ; 
Our  kindred  fouls  uiall  wing  th'  ethereal  way,  ■ 
From  earth  and  anguifli  to  the  fourcc  of  day--- 
To  all  the  blifs  of-  all  the  fkies  afpirc. 
And  add  new  raptures  to  th'  angelic  choir. 

And,  O  !  if- aught  we  knew,  or  left  behind^' 
Can  wake  one  image  in  the  fainted-  mind  ; 
If  yet  a  friend,  a  parent,  child,  can  move 
Departed  fpirit«  to  a  fenfe  of  la\e  ; 
Still  fli.ill  our  fouls  a  kind  conneflion  feel 
With  England's  fenate,  and  with  England^s  weal; 
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And  drive  from  all  its  ftiores,  with  watchful  care. 
The  flame  of  difcord,  and  the  rage  of  war. 

Perhaps,  when  thefe  fad  fcenes  of  blood  are  o'er;, 
And  Rome's  proud  tyrant  awes  the  foul  no  more  , 
When  anguifh  throws  off  all  the  veils  of  art. 
Bares  all  her  wounds,  and  opens  all  her  heart  J 
Our  haplefs  loves  Ihall  grace  th'  hiftoric  page. 
And  charm  the  nations  of  a  future  age  : 
Perhaps  fome  bard,  whofe  tears  have  learnt  to  flow 
For  injur'd  nature,  and  to  feel  for  woe. 
Shall  tell  the  tender  melancholy  tale 
To  the  foft  zephyrs  of  the  wellem  vale ; 
Fair  truth  fliall  blefs  him,  virtue  guard  his  caufe. 
And  every  widow'd  matron  weep  applaufe. 


Oi- 
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AN        ESS     A     Y. 

WE  L  L  —  tlio'  our  paUIons  riot,  fret,  find  rave^ 
Wild  and  capricious  as  the  wind -and  wavc^ 
One  common  folly,  fay  whate'er  we  can. 
Has  Hx'd  at  laft  the  mercury  of  man  ; 
And  rulesr  £s  facred  as  his  father's  creed. 
O'er  every  native  of  the  Thames  and  Tweed. 
Afk  ye  what  pcw'r  it  is  that  dares  to  claim 
So  vafl:  an  empire,  and  .(b  wide  a  fame  ? 
What  God-unihrin'd  in  all  .the. ages  part  ? 
I'll  tell  you,'  friend  !-ia  one  fhort  word---'tis  TajKe  j 
Tafte  that,  without  or  head,  or  ear,  or  heart. 
One  gift  of  nature,  or  one  grace  of  art. 
Ennobles  riches,  fanftilies  expence. 
And  takes. the  place  of  fplrit,  worth,  and  fenfe* 
In  elder  time,  ere  yet  our  fathers  knew 
Rome's  idle  avt.s,  or  panted  for  Viitu, 
Or  fat  wjiole  nigl^**- Italian  fongs  to  hear. 
Without  a  genius,  and  without  an  ear  ; 
Exalted  fenfe",  to  warmer  climes  unknown. 
And  manly  wit  was  nature's,  and  our  own. 
But  when  our  virtues^  warp'd  by  wealth  and  peace. 
Began  to  fluir.ber  in  the  b.p  of  eafe — 
Wlien  Charles  return'd  to  his  paternal  reign. 
With  more  than  fifty  taylors  in  his  train, 
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We  felt  for  Tafte---for  then  obliging  France 
Taught  the  rough  Briton  hew  to  drefs,  and  dance  i- 
Politely  told  him  all  were  brutes,  and  fools. 
But  the  gay  coxcombs  of  her  happier  fchools ; 
That  all  perfedlion  in  her  language  lay^ 
And  the  beft  author  was  her  own  Rabelais. 
Hence,  by  feme  ilrange  malignity  of  fate. 
We  take  our  fafhions  from  tlie  land  we  hate  : 
Still  flaves  to  her,  howe'er  her  Tafce  inclines. 
We  wear  her  ribbands,  and  we  drink  her  wines ;. 
Eat  as  Ihe  eats,  no  matter  which  or  what, 
A  roafted  lobfter,  or  a  roafted  cat ; 
And  fill  our  houfes  with  an  hungry  train 
Of  more  than  half  the  fcoundrels  of  the  Seine. 
Time  was,  a  wealthy  Englifliman  would  join 
A  rich  plumb-pudding  to  a  fat  firloin  ; 
Or  bake  a  pally,  whofe  enormous  wall 
Took  u-o  almofl:  the  area  of  his  hall : 
But  now,  as  art  improves,  and  life  refines,. 
The  daemon  Taile  attends  him  when  hs  dines-; 
Serves  on  his  board  an  elegant  regale, 
V/here  tliree  ftew'd  mufhrooms  flank  a  larded  quail ; 
Where  infant  turkeys,  half  a  month  refign'd 
To  the  foft  breathings  of  a  fouthern  wind,: 
And  fmotlier'd'in  a  rich  ragout  of  fnails, 
Outilink  a  If;nten  fupper  at  Ver failles.   . 
Is  there  a  faint  that  would  not  laugh  to  fee 
The  good  man  piddling  with  his  fricallee  ; 
Fcrc'd  by  the  luxury  of  tafte  to  drain 
A  flalk  of  poifon,  which  he  calls  champagne  ! 

While 
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•W-liile  he,  poor  Ideot  !   tho'  he  dare  not  fpeak. 
Pines  all  the  while  for  porter,  and  ox-cheek. 

Sure  'tis  enough  to  ftarve  for  pomp  and  (how. 
To  drink,  and  curfe  the  clarets  of  Bourdeaux-; 
Yet  fiich  onr  humour,  fuch  cur  ikill  to  hit 
-Excefs  of  folly  thro'  excefs  of  wit. 
We  plant  the  garden,  and  we  build  the  feat, 
Juft  as  abfurdly  as  we  drink- and  eat. 
For  is  there  aught  that  nature's  hand  has  fown 
To  bloom  and  ripen  in  her  hottell  zone  ? 
Js  there  a  flirub  which,  ere  its  verdures  blcWj, 
Afks  all  the  funs  that  beam  upon  the  Po  ? 
Is  there  a  flowret  whofe  vermillion  hue 
Can  only  catch  its  beauty  in  Peru  ? 
Is  there  a  portal,  colonnade,  or  dome. 
The  pride  of  Naples,  or  the  boaftof  Rome  ? 
We  raife  it  here,  in  ftorms  of  wind  and  hail, 
■On  the  bleak  bofom  of  a  fanlefs  vale  ; 
Carelcfs  alike  of  climate,  foil,  and  place. 
The  cafl  of  nature,  and  the-fmiles  of  grace. 

Hence  all  our  ftuccd'd  walls,  Mofaic  floors, 
Faliadian  windows,  and  Venetian  doors  ; 
Ov.c  Gothic  fronts,  whofe  Attic  wings  unfold 
i  luted  pilaflers  tipp'dwirh  leaves  of  gold  ; 
Our  mally  cielings,  grac'd  with  gay  feltoons. 
The  weeping  marbles  of  our  damp  falcons, 
Lawns  fnag'd  with  citrons,  amaranthine  bow'rs. 
Expiring  myrtles,  and  unop'ning  flow'rs. 
Hence  the  good  Scotfman  bids  th'  anana  blow 
Inj-ocksof  cryftal,  or  in  Alps  of  fnow  j 
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On  Orcns'  fteep  extends  his  wide  arcade. 

And  kills  his  fcanty  funfhine  in  a  fhade. 
One  might  .e:;peci  a  ianv^lity  of  Ityle 

Auguft  and  manly  in  an  holy  pile. 

And  think  an  architedl  extremely  odd 

To  build  a  playhoufe  for  the  church  of  God  ;  ; 

Yet  half 'our  churches,  fuch  the  mode  that  reignsj 

Are  Roman,  theatres,  or  Grecian  fanes; 

Where  broad -arch'd  windows  to  the  eye  convey 

The  keen  difFufion  of  too  ftrong  a  day  ; 

Where,  in  the  luxury  of  Vv'anton  pride, 

Corinthian  columns  languifn  fide  by  fide, 

Clos'd  by  an  altar  exquifitely  line, 
.  Loofe  and  lafcivious  as  a  Cyprian  Hirine. 

Of  late,  'tis  true,  quite  fick  of  Rome  and  Greece, 

We  fetch  our  models  from  the  v.ife  Chinefc  : 

Kuropean'artifcs  are  too  cool  and  chafle, 
.  For  Mand'rin  'only  is  the  man  of  taile  ; 

Whofe  bolder  geniusi'  fondly  wild  to  fee 

Kis  grove  a  foreft,  and  his  pond  a  fca, 
.  Breaks  out and,  whirafically  great,  defigns 

Without  the  (hackles  or  of  rules  or  lines. 

Form'd  on  his  plaiis,  our  farms  and  feats  begin 

To  match  the  be^iled  villas  of  Pekin. 

On  ever^  hill  a  fpire-crown'd  temple  fwells. 

Hung  round  with  ferpents,  and  a  fringe  of  b&IIs : 

Junks-and  balons  along  our  waters  fail. 

With  each  a  gilded  cock-boat  at  Jiis  tail ; 
:  Our  choice  exotics  to  the  breeze  exhale 

-  Within  th'  inck'fure;  of  a  zig-sag  rail ; 

.  In 
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In  Tartar  huts  our  cows  and  Horfes  lie. 

Our  hogs  are  fatted  in  an  Indian  ftye  ; 

On  ev'ry  llielf  a  Jofs  divinely  flares. 

Nymphs  laid  on  chintzes  fprawl  upon  our  chairs  ; 

While  o'er  our  cabinets  Confucius  nods, 

'Midft  porcelain  elephants,  and  China  Gods. 

Peace  to  all  fuch— but  you  Avhofe  charter  fires 
True  greatnefs  kindles,  and  true  fenfe  infpires. 
Or  ere  you  lay  a  ftone,  or  plant  a  ihade. 
Bend  the  proud  arch,  or  roll  the  broad  calir.de. 
Ere  all  your  wealth  in  mean  profufion  wafte. 
Examine  nature  with  the  eye  of  Taile  ; 
Mark  where  flie  fpreads  the  lawn,  or  pours  the  riO, 
Falls  in  the  vale,  or  breaks  upon  the  hill ; 
Plan  as  fhe  plans,  and  where  her  genius  calls. 
There  fmk  your  grottos,  and  there  raife  your  walls. 
Without  this  Talle,  beneath  vvhofe  magic  wand 
Tjuih  and  corrednefs  guide  the  artlft's  hand. 
Woods,  lakes,  and  palaces  are  idle  things, 
1  he  fiiame  of  nations,  and  the  blufh  of  kings. 
Expence  and  Vanbrugh,  vanity  and  Ihow, 
iViay  build  a  Blenheim,  but  not  make  a  Stowe. 

But  what  is  Tafte,  ycu  afk,  this  heav'n-born  fire 
We  all  pretend  to,  and  we  all  admire  ? 
Is  it  a  cafual  grace  ?  or  lucky  hit  ? 
Or  the  cool  effort  of  refleding  wit  ? 
Has  it  no  law  but  mere  mifguided  will  ? 
No  juft  criterion  fix'd  to  good  and  ill  ? 

It  has Trwe  Tallc,  v,l:en  delicately  fine. 

Is  the  pure  fanlhine  of  a  fo  j1  divine, 
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■  The  full  perfeftion  of  each  mental  pow'r— 
'Tis  fenfe,  'tis  nature,  and  'tis  fomething  more. 
Twin-born  with  Genius  of  one  common  bed. 
One. parent  bore  them,  and  one  mafter  bred. 
It  gives  the  lyre  with  happier  founds  to  Row, 
With  purer  felufhes  bids  fair  beauty  glow  ; 
From  Raphael's  pencil  calls  a  nobler  line. 
And  warms,  Corregio  !  every  touch  of  thine. 

And  )'et,  tho'  fprung  from  one  paternal  flame,- 
Genius  and  Talle  are  diu'erent  as  their  name.: 
-Genius,  all  funbeam,  where  he  throws  a  fmile 
Impregnates  nature  faller  than  the  Nile  ; 
Wild,  and  impetuous,  high  as  heav'n  afpires,. 
All  fcisnce  animates,  all  virtue  fires  ; 
Creates  ideal  worlds,  and  there  convenes 
Aerial  forms,  and  vifionary  fcenes. 
But  Talle  correfts,  by  one  ethereal  touch, 
W^hat  feems  too  little,  and  what  feems  too  much-; 
Marks  the  fine  point  where  each  confenting  part 
Slides  into  beauty  with  the  eafe  of  art ; 
This  bids,  to  rife,  and  that  with  grace  to  fall. 
And  bounds,  uii:;es,  refaie.i,  and  neigiucns  all. 


IFE 
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-LIFE  UNHAPPY,  BECAUSE  WE  USE  IT 
IMPROPERLY. 

A    MORAL    ESSAY. 

I  OWN  it,  Eelmour  !  fay  whate'er  \vc  can. 
The  lot  of  forrow  feems  the  lot  of  man ; 
Airiiftion  feeds  with  all  her  keeneft  rage 
(^n  youth's  fair  blofToins,  and  the  fruits  of  age  ; 
And  wraps  alike  beneath  her  harpy  mngs 
The  cells  of  peafants,  and  the  courts  of  kings. 

Yet  fure  unjullly  we  afcribe  to  fate 
Thofe  ills,  thofe  mifchiefs,  we  ourfelves  create  ; 
A^ainly  lament  that  all  the  joys  we  know. 
Are  more  than  number'd  by  the  pangs  of  woe.; 
And  yet  thofejoys  in  mean  profuiion  walte. 
Without  refledlion,  and  without  a  talk  : 
Carelefs  of .  all  that  virtue  gives  to  pleafe, 
I'or  thought  too  aftive,  and  too  mad  for  eafe,. 
We  give  each  appetite  too  loofe  a  rein, 
Pulli  ev'ry  plciifure  to  the  verge  of  pain  ; 
]  mpetucus  follow  where  tlie  palnons  call,. 
And  live  in  rapture,  or  not  live  at  all. 

Hence  half  the  plagues  that  fill  with  pain  and  Ui'Ife 
Each  fofter  moment  of  domeilic  life  ; 
7"he  palfied  hand,  the  vifionary  brain, 
Th' infcdled  fluid,  and  the  torpid  vein  ; 
'i  he  ruin'd  appetite  that  loathing  flights 
'i'he  richell  olio  of  the  cook  at  White's  j 

The 
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The  aching  impotence  of  loofe  defire, 
A  nervelefs  body  with  a  foul  on  fire  ; 
Th'  eternal  blulh  that  lights  the  cheek  of  Iharae 
For  wafted  riches,  and  unheeded  fame  ; 
Unhallow'd  reveries,  io-vV-thoughted  cares, 
The  wifh  that  riots,  and  the  pang  that  tears  ; 
Each  aw'ful  tear  that  weeps  the  night  away. 
Each  heartfelt  figh  of  each  reflei^ing  day  ; 
All  that  around  the  low'ring  eye  of  fpleen 
Throws  the  pale  phantom,  and  terrific  fcene  ; 
Or,  direr  ftill,  calls  from  th'  abyfs  below 
Defpair's  dread  genius  to  the  couch  of  woe. 
Where,  loft  to  health,  and  hope's  all-chearing  r?j. 
As  the  dead  eye-ball  to  the  orb  of  day, 
Pale  riot  bleeds  for  all  his  mad  expence 
In  eac^i  rack'd  organ,  or  acuter  fenfe  ; 
Where  fad  remorfe  bshclds  in  every  ihade 
The  murder'd  friend,  or  violated  maid  ; 
And  ftun^  to  madnefs  in  his  inmoll  foul, 
Grafps«the  keen  dagger,  or  empoifen'd  Ix)\^'1. 

Impious  it  were  to  think  th'  Eternal  Mind 
Is  but  the  fcourge  and  tyrant  of  mankind. 
Sure  he  who  gives  us  fmifhine,  dew,  and  fnow'r, 
TJ^.e-vine  ambrofial,  and  the  blooming  flow'r, 
Wnofe  own  bright  image  lives  on  man  impreft. 
Meant  that  that  beirg  Ihcu'd  be  wife  and  bleft. 
And  taught  each  inflinfl  in  his  heart  enfhrin'd 
To  feel  for  blifs,  to  fearch  it,  and  to  find. 

But  where 's  this  blifs,  you  alk,  this  heav'n-born  fire 
We  all  pretend  to  and  we  all  admire  } 

Breathes 
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breathes  it  in  Ceylon's  aromatic  ifle  ? 
Flows  it  along'  the  waters  of  the  Nile  ? 
Lives  it  in  India's  ■animated  mold. 
In  recks  of  cryfcal,  or  in  veins  of  gold  ? 
Not  there  alone,  but,  boundlefs,  unconnn'd, 
•Spreads  thro'  all  life,  and  flows  to  all  mankind  ; 
Waits  on  the  winds  that  blow,  the  waves  that  roll^ 
And  warms  alike  the  Equator  and  the  Pole. 
For  as  kind  nature  thro'  the  globe  infpires 
Her  parent  warmths,  and  elemental  fires. 
Forms  the  bright  genr  in  earth's  ^nfathom'd  cavcsj 
Bids  the  -rich  coral  blufli  beneath  the  waves. 
And  with  the  f-me  prolific  virtue  glows 
In  the  rough  bramble,  as  the  damafk  rcfe  ; 
So,  in  the  union  of  her-mor-al  plan, 
'J"he-ra/  of  blifs  (hines  on  from  man  to  man. 
Whether  in  purples  or  in  fkins  array'd. 
He  Wields  the  fceptre,  or  he  plies  the  fpade, 
Slaves  en  the  Ganges,  triumphs  on  tl:e^  Rhone, 
.  Hides  in  a  cell,  or,  beams  upon  a  throne. 
In-  <-ain  the  man  whofe  foul  ambition  fires. 
Whom  birth  ennobles,  and  v.hcm  wealth  infpires. 
Infills  that  happinefs  for  courts  was  made. 
And  laughs  at  every  genius  of  the  fhade. 
As  much  miflakes  the-fage,  who  fain  wou'd  prove 
Fair  pleafure  lives  but  in  his  grot  and  gro^x. 
Each  fcene  of  life,  or  open  or  confin'd. 
Alike  congenial  to  its  kindred  m.ind, 
AUke  ordain'd  by  heav'n  to  charm  or  pleafe 
The  man  of  fpirit  and  the  man  of  eafe  ; 

Juft 
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JuH:  as  our  tafte  is  better  or  is  worfe. 
Becomes  a  bleffing,  or  becomes  a  curfe. 
When  luft  and  envy  fhare  the  foul  by  turns, 
'When  fear  unnerves  her,  or  mad  vengeance  burns ; 
When  luxury  brutes  her  in  the  wanton  bow'r. 
And  guilt's  black  phantoms  haunt  her  midnight  hour  i 
Not  all  the  wealth  each  warmer  fun  provides. 
All  earth  embofoms,  and  all  ocean  hides. 
Not  all  the  pomps  that  round  proud  greatnefs  {hine. 
When  fuppliant  nations  bow  before  her  farine. 
Can  eafe  the  heart,  or  ray  upon  the  breaft 
Content's  full  funlhine,  and  the  calm  of  reft. 
No — all  the  bllfs  that  nature  feels,  or  knows, 
Of  heartfelt  rapture,  or  of  cool  repofe, 
Howe'er  improv'd  by  wifdom,  and  by  art. 
Lives  in  ourfelves,  and  beams  but  from  the  heart, 
'Quite  independent  of  thofe  alien  things. 
Applauding  fenates,  and  the  fmiles  of  kings, 
■Of  empty  purfes,  or  of  wealthy  bags, 
A  robe  of  ermines,  or  a  coat  in  rags. 

Conclude  we  then-lhat  heav'n's  fupreme  decree 
Gives  eafe  and  joy  to  monarchs  and  to  me  ; 
Yet,  fach  the  fate  of  ail  that  man  obtains. 
Our  pleafures  muft  be  purchas'd  by  our  paias. 
And  ccft  us  every  hour  fome  fmail  expence, 
-A  little  labour,  and  a  little  fenfe. 
That  heav'n-born  blifs,  that  foul-illumixi'd  joy. 
Which  madmen  fquander,  and  which  fools  dellroy. 
To  half  the  nations  of  the  globe  unknown, 
ilefleding  wifdom  makes  it  all  her  own  ; 

Coolly 
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Coolly  explores,  in  every  fcene  and  fphere. 

What  nature  wants,  what  life  inherits  there  ; 

What  lenient  arts  can  teacli  the  foul  to  know 

A  purer  rapture,  and  a  fofter  woe ; 

What  melt  her  idle  vanities  away. 

And  make  to-morrow  happier  than  to-day. 

Without  this  cheap,  this  oeconcmic  art. 

This  cool  philofophy  of  head  and  heart, 

A  peer's  proud  bofom,  rack'd  by  pangs  and  cares. 

Feels  not  the  fplendor  of  the  ftar  he  wears  : 

With  it  the  wretch  whom  want  has  forc'd  to  dwell 

In  the  laft  corner  of  her  chearlefs  cell. 

In  fpite  of  hunger,  labour,  cold,  difeafe. 

Lies,  laughs,  and  llumbers  on  the  couch  of  cafe. 

A  coxcomb  once  in  Handel's  parlour  found 
A  Grecian  lyre,  and  try'd  to  make  it  found  ; 
O'er  the  fine  flops  his  aukward  fill  he  flings. 
And  rudely  prefies  on  th'  elaltic  llrings  : 
Awaken'd  difcord  Ihrieks,  and  fcolds,  and  raves^- 
Wild  as  the  diffonance  of  winds  and  waves. 
Loud  as  a  Wapping  mob  at  midnight  bawls, 
Harlh  as  ten  chariots  rolling  round  St.  Paul's, 
And  hoarfer  far  than  all  th'  ecfiatic  race 
Whofe  drunken  orgies  ftunn'd  the  wilds  of  Thrace. 

Friend !  quoth  the  fage,  that  fine  machine  contains 
Exacter  numbers,  and  diviner  ftrains  ; 
Strains  fuch  as  once  could  build  the  Theban  wall. 
And  Hop  the  mountain  torrent  in  its  fall : 
But  yet,  to  wake  them,  rouze  them,  and  infpire, 
Afks  a  fine  finger,  and  a  touch  of  fire, 
A  feeling  foul,  \\hofe  all  expreffive  pow'rs 
Can  copy  nature  as  fhe  finks  or  foajrs ; 

And,- 
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And,  jull  alike  to  paffion,  time,  and  place. 
Refine  correftnefs  into  eafe  and  grace. 
He  faid — and,'  .flying  o'er  each  quiv'ring  wirej 
Spread  his  light  hand,  and  (wept  it  on  the  lyre. 
Quick  to  his  touch  the  lyre  began  to  glow. 
The  found  to  kindle,  and  the  air  to  flow. 
Deep  as  the  murmurs  of  the  falling  floods. 
Sweet  as  the  warbles  of  the  vocal  woods : 
The  iift'ning  pafiions  hear,  and  fmk,  and  rife. 
As  the  rich  harmony  or  ftvells  or  di&s  ; 
The  pulfe  of  avarice  forgets  to  move, 
A  purer  rapture  fills  the  breall;  of  love ; 
Devotion  lifts  to  heav'n  a  holier  eye. 
And  bleeding  pity  heaves  a  fofter  figli. 
Life  has  its  eafe,  amufement,  jov,  and  f.re,  _ 
Hid  in  itfelf,-  as  mufic  in  the  lyre  ; 
And,  like  the  lyre,  will  all  its  pow'rs  impart. 
When  touch 'd" and  manag'd  by  the  hand  of  art. 
But  half  mankind,  like  Handel's  fool,  deilroy. 
Thro'  rage  and  ignorance,  the  ftrain  of  joy  ; 
Irregularly  will  their  pafTions  roll 
Thro'  nature's  fineft  inftrument,  the  foul  : 
While  men  of  fenfe,  with  Handel's  happier  fkill, 
Correft  the  tafte,  and  harmonize  the  v/ill  3 
Teach  their  afFedlions  like  his  notes  to  flow. 
Not  rais'd  too  high,  nor  ever  fank  too  low.; 
Till  every  virtue,  meafur'd  and  ref  n'd. 
As  fits  the  concert  of  the  mafter-mind. 
Melts  in  its  kindred  founds,  and  pours  along 
Th'  accordir.g  raufic  of  the  moral  fong. 
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WAKE,  Voltaire  !  with  warmth^  with  rapture  raife 
Th'  applauding  poean,  and  the  fong  oi  praife  : 
Again  thy  Fred'ric  mounts  the  vigor's  car. 
Again  he  thunders  in  the  front  of  war ; 
Back  to  the  defert  flies  the  routed  Gaul, 
And  proud  Vienna  fhakes  from  wall  to  wall. 

He  hears  me  not — thy  genius,  France  !  prevails. 
The  poet  feels  but  for  his  own  \'^erfailles  ; 
V/ith  fecret  curfes  eyes  the  hero's  fword. 
And  hates  that  virtue  which  he  once  ador'd. 

And  Ihall  a  king  whofe  triumphs  far  exceed 
The  boaftcd  glories  of  the  Greek  and  Suede  ; 
Who  more  than  Cxfar,  with  a  brighter  ray 
Afcends,  and  (bines  imperial  Rome  away — • 
Shall  he  thro'  ages  fpread  his  mighty  name 
AVithfcut  a  verfe  to  wait  upon  his  fame  ? 
Has  Britain  loft  her  fpirit,  foul,  and  fire  ? 
Has  fhe  no  patriot  who  dare  touch  the  lyre  ? 

Yes while  I  live,  thy  virtues,  prince  !  (hall  be 

For  ever  (acred  to  the  mufe,   and  me. 
What  tho'  I  herd  but  v/ith  the  vulgar  throng. 
The  laft,  the  loweft  of  the  Tons  of  fong. 
Thy  bold  exploits  (hall  give  my  foul  to  glow. 
My  pulfe  to  kindle,  and  my  vein  to  flow  ; 

Exalt 
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Exalt  my  fpirit,  animate  my  line. 

And  lend  my-  numbers  all  the  ftrength  of  thine. 

Now  had  pale  fury  drove  her  iron  car 
From  fields  of  flaughter,  and  from  waftes  of  war  ; 
Returning  peace  led  on  the  vernal  year, 
Sheath'd  the  keen  fword,  and  broke  the  lifted  fpear. 
Wide  o'er  the  world  her  olive  branch  difplay'd. 
And  call'd  the  nations  to  its  hallow'd  fhade. 
And  now  the  arts,  inflam'd  v/ith  gen'rous  llrife, 
Rofe  in  the  foftnefs  of  domeftic  life  ; 
Exulting  labour  tam'd  the  Hubborn  plain. 
The  fail  of  commerce  took  up  all  the  main. 
With  bolder  wings  th'  immortal  mufes  flew. 
And  fcience  trimm'd  her  faded  wreath  anew. 

Ambition  figh'd--for  novj  fhe  heard  no  more 
The  war's  loud  thunder  break  from  fhore  to  fhore  } 
No  more  beheld  proud  monarchs^  meanly  vain, 
Rank'd  in  her  files,  or  number'd  in  her  train ; 
Loil  to  the  glare  of  life,  llie  lay  unbleft 
In  the  lone  cell  of  folitary  rcll-. 

Where  fpleen's  pale  viiions  round  her  {lumbers  throw- 
Eternal  fadnefs,  and  a  pcmp  of  woe. 
In  vain  kind  nature  pours  upon  her  eye 
A  fofter  funlliine,  and  a  richer  fky. 
Spreads  the  wild  foreft,  heaves  the  cloud-topt  hill. 
Waves  in  the  wood,  and  flows  along  the  rill  : 
Woods,  wilds,  and  waters,  to  her  fenfe  decay. 
The  warblers  languifh  on  the  vocal  fpray  ; 
Unclouded  funs  in  heav'n's  clear  azure  fade. 
And  night's  black  horrors  wear  a  deeper  lliade. 

At 
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At  length  arous'd  llie  feels  her  wonted  flame. 
Revives,  and  opens  to  the  voice  of  fame  : 
She  fees  new  triumphs  rifmg  to  her  view. 
And  wing'd  by  rapture,  to  Vienna  flew. 
'Twas  night  — luU'd  foftly  by  the  weftern  breeze, 
Fair  Auftria  flumber'd  on  the  couch  of  eafe  : 
Vv'hen  as  of  old  the  firll:  infernal  povv'r 
Stole  on  the  fweets  of  Eden's  nuptial  bow'r,' 
And  fkill'd  alike  to  flatter  and  deceive. 
Crept  in  a  reptile  to  the  ear  of  Eve  ; 
So  now  ambition,  with  a  nobler  mien, 
Approach'd,  and  whifper'd  thus  the  ilceping  queen. 

"  Canft  thou,  O  princefs !   thou,  whofe  glory  fprings 
From  heav'n-bcrn  heroes,  and  a  race  of  kings, 
Ilciign'd,  and  cool,  to  yonder  Pruffian  yield 
Silefia's  fceptre,  and  her  fruitful  field  r 
Rife  to  thy  wrongs,  aflTert  thy  injur'd  reign. 
And  bid  the  Avcrd  of  vengeance  rage  again  ; 
Tear  from  his  hand  the  empire  he  has  won. 
This  moment  cruili  him,  or  thou  art  undone. 
Secret,  and  ilrong,  bencatli  his  native  fires. 
The  haughty  genius  of  his  foul  afpires  ; 
Kis  realms  enlarge,  his  fails  begin  to  fly 
O'er  ev'ry  ocean  of  the  Polar  flcy. 
Rich  harveils  rife  upon  his  barren  wafte. 
His  crowded  cities  are  the  feats  of  tafte  ; 
Another  year's  autumnal  fun  fhall  fee 
His  broad  dominions  ftretch  from  fea  to  fea ; 
Perhaps  fliall  fee  him  on  th'  imperial  throne, 
Europe  enflav'd,  and  half  the  wcrld  his  own." 

Vol.  L XV.  S  Thus 
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Thus  fpoke  the  Hend,  and,  with  delufive  art, 
Breath'd  her  black  fpirit  through  Terefa's  heart : 
Rapt  into  future  fcenes  ihe  minds  no  more 
The  faith  flie  plighted,  and  the  oath  fl:e  fwore  ; 
Strong,  and  more  fircng,  the  vifion  lives  inipreft, 
Conqueft's  dread  genius  takes  up  all  her  brcafl  ; 
Paints  on  her  foul,  in  luxury  of  thought, 
Th'  ideal  glories  of  a  war  urfcught. 
The  laurel-wreath,  the  n:ilit?ry  fiiow. 
The  car  of  triumph,  and  thi;:  captive  fee. 
And  new  the  queen,  unfeeling,  falfe,  and  vain. 
Plans  the  wide  ruin  of  a  bold  campaign  ; 
Thro'  all  the  North  with  all  her  fpirit  raves. 
And  wakes  the  nation;)  in  their  huts,  and  ca\'es ; 
With  wild  barbarians  crouds  hsr  v/anton  v»ar. 
The  favage  croat,  and  the  fierce  huflar  j 
Fires  the  proud  Saxon's  fanguinary  vein. 
And  rouies  all  the  urcmon  of  the  Seine  ; 
Leagues  kings  with  kings,  fills  Europe  v/ith  alarms. 
Shakes  heav'n  and  earth,  and  fets  the  world  in  arms. 

O  curft  ambition  !  to  each  vice  allied. 
Begot  by  liiifchief  in  the  womb  cf  pride, 
V/hat  ills,  dread  fury  !   from  thy  genius  flow  ! 
What  awful  fcenes  of  unimagin'd  v.oe  1 
Before  thy  footlleps,  Vi/rapp'd  in  flames  of  fire. 
Sinks  the  tall  column,  and  majeftic  fpire. 
Clofe  at  thy  fide  her  fvvord  fell  flaughter  waves, 
TvIidR  bleeding  piles,  and  ever-op'ning  graves  ; 
The  plague  behind  thee,  with  her  tainted  breath. 
Sweeps  thro'  the  nations  on  the  v/ing  of  death  ; 

Neglefted 
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Neglected  genius  in  his  cell  expires. 

To  other  worlds  fair  liberty  retires  ;   , 

The  patriot  mufe  forgets  her  voice  divine. 

Religion  leaves  her  violated  fnrine  ; 

And  ev'ry  meek-ey'd  virtue  pines  and  mourns, 

'Midft  falling  temples,  and  fepulchral  urns. 

The  Pruilian  faw  at  one  keen  glance  from  far 
The  gath'ring  tempeft,  and  impending  war : 
He  faw,  and  inftant  bids  his  armies  form. 
Heads  the  bold  march,  and  bears  upon  the  flcrm. 
In  vain  the  foreft  big  vvith  death  extends, 
Tlie  rampart  thunders,  and  the  iiood  defcends ; 
In  vain  the  foe  each  open  field  declines. 
Hides  in  the  trench,  or  lurks  within  his  lines ; 
He  itornis  the  rampart,  fords  the  rapid  fiocd. 
Leaps  the  broad  trench,  and  clears  th'  enambufh'd  wood  ; 
Now  prefTes  on,  now  reins  his  dread  car^cr, 
Pours  on  the  van,  or  Heals  upon  the  rear  ; 
Marks  ev'ry  crifis,  fliines  in  "ev'ry  fcene,  ■ 
And  is  at  once  a  Marlbro',  and  Eugene. 
At  length,  in  all  the  pcmp  of  war,  advance 
Th'  imperial  eagles  vvith  tlie  arms  of  France  ; 
A  mighty  hoft,  v.-hofe  awful  f.les  contain 
'i^'iie  vet'ran  warriors  of  the  Marne  and  Maine. 
:\vA  v/lU  he  yet,  when  nations  round  him  clofe. 
And  his  thin  ranks  fcarce  number  half  his  foes  ; 
Will  he,  ye  heav'ns  !  th'  unequal  confiicl:  try. 
An  brave  his  fate  vi.'hen  glory  bids  him  fly  ? 
Ah  !  aught  avails  it  that  immortal  fam-e 
t  iird  her  fond  clarion  with  her  Fred'ric's  name  ? 

•     S  2  Avails 
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Avails  it  aught  that  juftice  learnt  to  awe 
Mifguided  nature  from  his  code  of  law  ? 
That  warm'd,  and  fofter'd  by  his  genial  eye, 
Tranfplanted  fcience  own'd  the  Polar  iky  ? 
That  Greece  and  Talk  upon  the  Baltic  fmil'd. 
And  new  Lyceums  open'd  in  the  wild  ? 

Alas!  one  moment the  bright  fcene  is  o'er — 

He  falls he  dies— —and  Pruffia  is  no  more. 

Yet  fhall  not  France,  in  this  her  blifsful  hour. 

Her  dream  of  empire,  and  her  pride  of  pow'r. 

An  eafy,  cheap,  unbleeding  conqueil  know. 

Or  rear  her  trophies  o'er  a  flying  foe  : 

For  now  the  monarch,  ere  he  gives  the  fign. 

Serenely  dreadful  moves  along  the  line  : 

The  legions,  far  as  each  keen  glance  can  fly, 

Mark  his  firm  ftep,  and  hang  upon  his  eye ; 

That  eye  whofe  lightning  terror  round  him  flings  ; 

That  ftcp  which  feems  to  tread  on  thrones,  and  kings. 

At  every  look  thro'  all  th'  embattled  van 

The  pulfe  of  glory  beats  from  man  to  man  : 

The  foldier  kindling  at  his  prince  afpires. 

Swells  with  his  hopes,  and  burns  with  all  his  fires ; 

Yet,  'midft  his  ardors,  owns  a  fofter  flame. 

And  feels  for  Fred'ric  while  he  feels  for  fame. 

And  now  the  fun,  whofe  orb  fliall  fet  in  blood. 
Faints  on  the  umbrage  of  the  weftern  v/ood  ; 
The  diftant  hills  in  each  horizon  fade. 
And  night  comes  on  in  all  her  gloom  and  fhade  ; 
And  now  the  trumpet's,  animating  found 
Vc-als  on  the  ear,  and  fhakes  the  field  around. 

When, 
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When,  as  the  whirlwind  tears  its  rapid  way. 
Roots  up  the  rock,  and  fweeps  the  plain  away  ; 
Fierce  on  his  foe  th'  intrepid  Pruffian  fprings. 
Drives  thro'  his  van,  and  breaks  into  his  wmgs ; 
Wraps  his  whole  war  in  one  tremendous  fire. 
And  fees  the  prowefs  of  his  hoft  expire. 
Th'  Imperial  chiefs  no  more  the  fhock  fuftain, 
'i'heir  fainting  battle  bleeds  in  ev'ry  vein  ; 
France  flies  impetuous  on  the  wings  of  fear. 
And  hungry  flaughter  feeds  upon  his  rear. 

Yet,  ftay  thee,  prince  !  all-conqueror  as  thou  art. 
Indulge  the  milder  virtues  of  thy  heart ; 
Rellrain  fierce  vengeance  in  her  rage  of  ire. 
And  let  us  love  the  monarch  we  admire. 
All  that  on  earth  proud  conqueft  gives  to  fhinc. 
All  the  dread  glories  of  the  f.vord  are  thine  : 
The  viftor-wreath  applauding  ftates  decree. 
The  facred  pcean  only  fvvells  for  thee. 
Another  toil  remains  ere  yet  thy  name 
Eears  the  full  fplendcr  of  unclouded  fame. 
Enjoy  that  nobler  fame~-bid  difcord  ceafe. 
And  lay  pale  Europe  in  the  lap  of  peace  : 
Then  Ihail  the  mufe,  who  now  thy  triumph  fings 
O'er  routed  nations,  and  repenting  kings. 
With  rapture  wait  ihee  to  thy  fylvan  bow'r, 
A^nd  watch  the  glories  of  thy  fofter  hour. 
When  Rome's  fine  arts  beneath  thy  fliield  fhall  win 
A  fairer  laurel  in  thy  ov/n  Berlin  ; 
There  fix  the  fchool  of  beauty,  and  adorn 
Worlds  unexplor'd,  and  empires  yet  unborn. 

S3  NOBiLiry. 
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A     MORAL     ESSAY. 

SPOKEN     AT     THE     VISITATION     OF     TUNBRIDGE- 
SCHOOL,    MDCCLIl. 

'  -'"T^IS  fald  that  ere  fair  virtue  learnt  to  figh, 

A      The  crefi:  to  libel,  and  the  liar  to  lye. 
The  poet  glow'd  with  all  his  facred  fire. 
And  bade  each  virtue  live  along  the  lyre  j 
Led  humble  fcience  to  the  bleft  abode. 
And  rais'd  the  hero  till  he  fhone  a  god. 

Our  modern  biirds,  by.  fome  unhappy  fate, 
Condemn'd  to  ilatterev'ry  fool  of  ftate. 
Have  oft,  rcgardlefs  of  their  heav'n-born  flame, 
Enthron'd  proud  greatnefs  in  the  fhrine  of  fame ; 
Beftow'd  on  vice  the  wreaths  that  virtue  wove. 
And  paid  to  Nero  what  was  due  to  Jove. 

Yet  hear,  ye  great !  whom  birth  and  titles  crown 
With  alien  worth,  and  glories  not  your  own; 
Hear  me  affirm,  that  all  the  vain  can  fhovv, 
AH  AnlHs  boails  of,  and  all  kings  beftcw, 
AH  envy  wiihes,  all  ambition  hails. 
All  thatfupportsSt.  James's,  and  Verfailles, 

Can 
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Can  never  give  diftiinSlion  to  a  knave. 

Or  make  a  lord  whom  vice  has  made  a  flave. 

In  elder  times,  ere  heralds  yet  enroU'd 
The  bleeding  ruby  in  a  field  of  gold. 
Or  infant  language  pain'd  the  tender  ear 
With  fefs,  bend,  argent,  chev'rcn,  and  faltier ; 
'Twas  he  alone  the  baj''s  bright  verdure  wore, 
Whofe  flrength  fubda'd  the  lion  or  the  boar ; 
Whofe  art  from  rocks  could  call  the  mellov/ing  grain. 
And  give  the  vine  to  laugh  along  the  plain  ; 
Or,  tracing  nature  in  her  moral  plan, 
Kxplor'd  the  favage  till  he  found  the  man. 
For  him  tlie  ruftic  hind,  and  village  maid, 
Stripp'd  the  gay  fpring  of  hair  its  bloom  and  fhade  ; 
With  annual  dances  grac'd  the  daify-mead. 
And  fung  his  triumphs  on  the  oaten  reed  ; 
Or,  fond  to  think  him  fprung  from  yonder  fky, 
Rear'd  the  turf  fane,  and  bade  the  victim  die. 

In  Turkey,  facred  as  the  Koran's  page, 
Thefe  fanple  manners  live  thro'  ev'ry  agj  : 
The  humblelt  Twain,  if  virtue  warms  the  man. 
May  rife  the  genius  of  the  grave  Divan  ; 
And  all  but  Othman's  race,  the  only  proud, 
Fa'l  with  their  lires,  and  mingle  v/ith  the  croud. 

For  three  campaigns  Caprouli's  hand  difplay'J 
The  Turkish  crefcent  on  thy  walls,  Belgrade  1 
Imperial  Egypt  own'd  him  for  her  lord. 
And  Auftria  trembled  if  he  touch'd  the  fword  : 
Yet  all  his  glories  fet  within  his  grave, 
Oae  foa  a  janizary,  one  a  flave. 

S  4  Politer 
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Politer  courts,  ingenious  to  extend 

The  father's  glories,  bid  his  pomps  defcend  ; 

With  ftrange  good-nature  give  his  worthlefs  (on 

The  very  laurels  that  his  virtue  v/on  ; 

And  with  the  lame  appellatives  adorn 

A  living  hero,  and  a  fot  unborn. 

Hence,  without  blufhing  (fay  whate'cr  we  can) 
We  more  regard  th'  efcutcheon  than  the  man ; 
Yet,  true  to  nature  and  her  inflinfts,  prize 
The  hound  or  fpaniel  as  his  talent  lies  : 
Carelefs  from  what  paternal  blood  he  rofe. 
We  value  Bowman  only  for  his  nofe. 

Say,  Ihould  you  fee  a  generous  fteed  outfly 
The  fwifteft  zephyr  of  th'  autumnal  fky, 
Vv'cu'd  you  at  once  his  ardefit  wiflies  kill. 
Give  him  the  dogs,  or  chain  him  to  a  mill, 
Becaufe  his  humbler  fathers,  grave,  and  Hov/, 
Clean'dhalf  the  Jakes  of  Hcundfditch  or  Soho  ? 

In  fpite  of  all  that  in  his  grandfire  fhone. 
An  horle's  worth  is,  like  a  king's,  his  ov/n. 
If  in  the  race,  when  length'ning  fhouts  infpire 
His  bold  compeers,  and  let  their. hearts  on  fire. 
He  feems  regardlefs  of  th'  exulting  found. 
And  fcarcely  drags  his  legs  along  the  ground  ; 
What  will 't  avail  that,  fprung  from  lieav'nly  feed. 
His  great  forefathers  f.vept  th'  Arabian  mead ; 
Or,  drefs'd  in  half  an  empire's  purple,  bore 
Tiie  weight  of  Xerxes  on  the  Cafpian  fiiore  ? 

I  grant,  my  lord !   your  ancellors    outfhone 
All  that  e'er  grac'd  the  Ganges,  or  the  Rhone; 

Born 
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Born  to  protect,  to  roufe  thofe  godlike  fires 
That  genius  kindles,  or  fair  fame  infpires ; 
O'er  humble  life  to  fpread  indulgent  cafe. 
To  give  the  veins  to  flow  v/ithout  difeafe  ; 
From  proud  opprefTion  injur'd  v/orth  to  fcreen. 
And  fhake  alike  thz  fenate  and  the  fcene. 

And  fee,  to  fave  them  from  the  wrecks  of  age. 
Exulting  fcience  fills  her  every  page. 
Fame  grafps  her  trump,  the  Epic  mufe  attends. 
The  lyre  re-ecchoes,  and  the  fong  afcends. 
The  fculptor's  chifTel  with  the  pencil  vies. 
Rocks  leap,  and  animated  marbles  rife  : 
All  arts,  all  pow'rs,  the  virtuous  chiefs  adorn. 
And  fpread  their  pomps  to  ages  yet  unborn. 

All  this  we  own— but  if,  amidil  the  fhine, 
Th'  enormous  blaze  that  beams  along  the  line. 
Some  fcour.drel  peer,  regardlefs  of  his  f  res, 
Purfues  each  folly,  and  each  vice  admires  ; 
Shall  we  enrol  his  proltituted  name 
In  honour's  zenith,  and  the  lius  of  fame  ? 

Exalted  titles,  like  a  beacon, rife 
To  tell  the  wretched  where  protedlion  lies. 
He  then  who  hears  unmov'd  afRiftion's  cry. 
His  birth's  a  phantom,  and  his  name's  a  lye. 

The  Egyptians  thus  on  Cairo's  facred  plain. 
Saw  half  their  marbles  moye  into  a  fane  ; 
The  glorious  v/ork  unnumber'd  artiils  ply. 
Now  turn  the  dome,  now  lift  it  to  the  Ccy  : 
But  when  they  enter'd  the  fublime  abode. 
They  found  a  ferpent  where  they  h^p'd  a  god. 
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Anflls  obferves,  that  when  a  thcufand  years 
Roli  thro'  a  race  of  princes,  or  of  peers. 
Obliging  virtue  fheds  her  every  beam 
From  fon  to  fon,  and  waits  upon  the  ftream. 
Yet  fay,  ye  great !  who  boail:  another's  fears. 
And  think  your  lineage  ends  but  in  the  liars. 
What  is  this  boon  of  heav'n  ?  Dependent  ftiil 
On  woman's  weaknefs,  and  on  woman's  will  •; 
Dare  ye  affirm  that  no  exotic  blood 
Has  ftain'd  your  glories  ever  fince  the  Flood  ? 
Might  not  fome  brawny  Have,  from  Afric  fled. 
Stamp  his  bafe  image  in  the  nuptial  bed  ? 
Might  not,  in  pagan  days,  your  mothers  prove 
The  fire  cf  Phcebus,  and  the  itrength  of  jove  ? 
Or,  m.ore  politely  to  their  vows  untrue. 
Love,  and  elope,  as  modern  ladies  do  ? 

But  grant  that  all  your  gentle  grandames  Ihonc 
Clear,  and  unfullied  as  the  noon-day  fun  ; 
Tho'  nature  form'd  them  cf  her  chafteft  mold. 
Say,  was  their  birth  illuPcrioas  as  their  gold  ? 
Full  many  a  lord^  we  knou',  has  chofe  to  range 
Among  the  wealthy  beauties  of  the  'Change  ; 
Or  figh'd,  full  humbler,  to  the  midnight  gale 
For  fome  fair  peafant  of  th'  Arcadian  vale. 
Then  blame  us  not,  if  backward  to  adore 
A  name  polluted  by  a  flave  or  whore  ; 
Since  fpite  of  patents,  and  cf  king's  decrees. 
And  blooming  coronets  on  parchment-trees, 
Some  alien  ftain  may  darken  all  the  line. 
And  Norfolk's  blood  defccnd  as  mean  as  mine. 

You 
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Youboail:,  my  lord  !  a  race  with  laurels  crown'd. 
By  Tenates  hor.our'd,  and  in  war  renown'd  ; 
Shew  then  the  martial  foal  to  danger  bred, 
V/hen  Poitiers. thunder 'd,  and  when  Creffy  bled; 
Shew  us  thofe  deeds,  thofe  heav'n-direded  fires. 
That  ages  paii:  faw  beaming  on  your  iircs  ; 
That  freeborn  pride  no  tyrant  durft  enflave. 
That  godlike  zeal  that  only  liv'd  to  Cave. 
.    Dare  you,  tho'  faction  bawl  tliro'  all  her  tribe, 
Tho'  monarchs  threaten,  and  tho'  ilatefmen  bribe. 
Feel  for  mankind,  and  gallantly  approve 
All  virtue  teaches,  and  all  angels  love  ? 
Know  you  the  tear  that  flows  o'er  worth  diilreft. 
The  joy  that  rifes  when  a  people's  bleft  ? 
Then,  if  you  pleafe,  immortalize  your  line. 
With  all  that's  great,  heroic  and  divine  ; 
Explore  with  curious  eye  th'  hiiloric  page. 
The  rolls  of  fame,  tlie  monuments  of  age  ; 
Adopt  each  chief  immortal"  Homer  fmgs, 
.  All  Greece's  heroes,  and.  ail  Af:a's  kings  : 
If  earth's  too  fcanty,  fearch  the  bleft  abode. 
And  make  your  nril  progenitor  a  god  : 
We  grant  your  claim,  whate'er  yoa  vviih  to  prove. 
The  fon  of  Friam,  or  the  fon  of  Jove. 

Statefmen  and  patriots  thus  to  glory  rife. 
The  felf-born  fun  that  gilds  them  never  dies  : 
While  he  ennobled  by  thofe  gev/gaw  tilings. 
The  pride  of  patents,  and  the  breath  cf  kings. 
Glares  the  pale  meteor  of  a  little  hour, 
,Fcd  by  court  fuiifiiine,  and  poetic  Ihow'r  ; 

Tlien 
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Then  fmks  at  once,  unpitied,  and  unbleft, 
A  nation's  fcandal,  and  a  nation's  jeft. 

Nobilitv  had  fomething  in  her  blood. 
When  to  be  great  was  only  to  be  good  : 
Sublime  fhe  fat  in  virtue's  facred  fane. 
With  all  the  fifter  graces  in  her  train. 
She  flill  exifts,  'tis  true,  in  Grofvenor-Square, 

And  leads  a  life,  a  kind  of— as  it  were . 

And  fee  !  felf-fhelter'd  from  the  world's  alarms. 

The  dying  goddefs  fleeps  in  Fortune's  arms  ; 

Fond  luxury  attends  her  foft  retreats. 

The  modeft  Frazi  warbles  while  (he  eats  ; 

Arabia's  fweets  dilKl  at  ev'ry  pore. 

Her  flatt'rers  foothe  her,  and  her  {laves  adore  ; 

Jndulg'd  by  all  our  fenates  to  forget, 

Thofe  worft  of  plagues,  a  promife  and  a  debt. 

Not  but  there  are,  amidfl  the  titled  crew. 
Unknown  to  all  but  Collins,  and  the  ftew. 
Men  who  improve  their  heav'n-defcended  fires. 
Rife  on  their  blood,  and  beam  upon  their  fires  ; 
Men  who,  like  diamonds  from  Golconda's  mine. 
Call  from  themfelves  the  ray  that  makes  them  fliine. 

Pleas'd  let  me  view  a  Cecil's  foul  array 'd 
With  all  that  Plato  gather 'd  in  the  fliade ; 
Refleft  how  nobly  Radnor  can  defcend 
To  lofe  his  title  in  the  name  of  friend ; 
At  Dorfet  look,  and  bid  Kibernia  own 
Her  viceroy  form'd  to  fit  upon  a  throne  ; 
Admire  how  innocence  can  lend  to  truth 
Each  grace  of  virtue,  and  each  charm  of  youth. 

And 
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And  then  enraptur'd  bend  the  fuppliant  knee 
To  heav'n's  high  throne,  O  Rockingham  !  for  thee. 
Let  then  vain  fools  their  proud  efcutcheons  viewj 
Allied  to  half  the  Yncas  of  Peru  ; 
With  every  vice  thofe  lineal  glories  ftain 
That  rofe  in  Pharamond,  or  Charlemagne  : 
But  ye,  dear  youths  !    whom  chance  or  genius  calls 
To  court  pale  wifdom  in  thefe  hallow'd  walls. 
Scorn  ye  to  hang  upon  a  blafted  name 
Another's  virtue,  and  another's  fame  : 
In  two  fhort  precepts  all  your  bufinefs  lies  — 
Wou'd  you  be  great  ?-^  Be  Virtuous  and  be  Wife. 


THE 
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The    TEMPLE    of  H  Y  11  E  N. 

A      T     A    L     E. 

IN  elder  time  when  men  were  chafte. 
And  women  had  not  got  a  tafte. 
It  was  ordain'd,  to  eafe  their  cares.. 
The  fexes  fliould  be  link'd  in  pairs. 
And  pafs  the  various  fcenes  of  life 
Known  by  the  names  of  Man  and  Wife. 
'    To  aid  this  fcheme,  fo  juft  and  wife. 
The  male  had  vigour,  ftrength  and  fize  : 
Undaunted,  a&ive,  bold,  and  brave. 
And  fearlefs  or  of  wind  or  wave. 
He  fcal'd  the  cliff's  enormous  fieep. 
He  plung'd  into  the  pathlefs  deep. 
And  dar'd  in  open  Vv'ar  engage 
The  lion's  fangulnary  rage. 

Woman,  as  form'd  to  charm,  and  pleafe. 
Had  more  of  elegance  and  eafe, 
A  finer  fhape,  a  fofter  mien, 
A  heart  more  gentle  and  ferene. 
Her  fmile  was  funfnine— in  her  face 
Sat  fweetnefs  on  the  throne  of  grace  : 
The  accents  melted  from  her  ton  rue 

o 

In  ail  the  harmony  of  fong ; 
And  every  glance  that  left  her  eye 
Was  milder  than  a  vernal  iky. 


As 
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As  nature  now  had  done  her  bell. 
She  left  to  accident  the  refc. 
To  accident ! — you  cry —  Why,  yes. 
Yet  think  not  that  flie  afts  by  guefs. 
Ev^ents  may  baffle  man's  endeavour. 
But  nature  is  extremely  clever. 
And  works  with  fo  exaft  a  care. 
She  ne'er  mifcarries  in  a  hair. 
For  now,  when  on  a  feftal  day 
The  fexes  met,  alert  and  gay. 
And,  in  their  paftimes,  (ports,  and  dancesj 
Kad  interchang'd  fomc  tender  glances, 
Th'  impaffion'd  heart  began  to  own 
A  fet  of  inftindts  yet  unknown  ; 
To  throb  with  momentary  fires. 
And  melt  away  in  young  defires. 
I  ii  fliort,  the  men  began  to  bow. 
To  foothe,  to  ogle,  whine,  and  vow ; 
To  haunt  the  folitary.  fnade,  _ 
/\nd  whifper  to  the  village  maid, 
i  he  village  maid,  .who  knew  not  yet 
Tiic  breeding  of  a  fly  coquette  ; 
And  could  not,  with  an  artful  figh. 
Like  modern  ladies,  fmile,  and  lye  ; 
Indulgent  heard  her  lover's  flame. 
Frankly  confefc  Ihe  felt  the  fame. 
And  ere  the  rofy-finger'd  morn 
Dried  up  the  pearls  upon  the  thorn. 
Went  with  him,  'midft  her  virgin  train. 
In  How'reto  dreft,  to  Hymen's  fane. 

This 
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This  mild  divinity,  fo  fung 

By  half  the  poets  old  and  young. 

The  patron  of  connubial  truth. 

Was  now  in  all  the  bloom  of  youth. 

Rofes  frefh  gather'd  from  the  buili, 

Sweet  emblems  of  the  female  blufii. 

Wove  in  a  wreath  fupremely  fair. 

Sat  graceful  on  his  auburn  hair  : 

One  hand  fuftain'd  a  torch  on  fire. 

Significant  of  foft  defire  ; 

The  other  held  in  myltic  fhew 

A  broider'd  veil  of  fafFron  hue  : 

Majeftic  flow'd  his  azure  veft. 

And  rubies  bled  upon  ms  brcafl. 
The  meck-ey'd  God  an  age  or  fo 

Succeeded,  and  had  much  to  do  ; 
In  crowds  his  eager  vot'rieff'.came. 
His  altars  never  ceas'd  to  flarhe  :' 
Befides  an  ofT'ring,  frank  and  free, 
Firll  paid  him  as  the  marriage  fee. 
Some  pretty  toys  of  (hells  and  corals. 
With  fprigs  of  ever-blooming  laurels. 
And  bowls  of  confecrated  wine". 
Were  yearly  plac'd  upon  his  (hrine. 
The  gifts  of  many  a  grateful  pair 
Made  happy  by  his  guardian  care. 

It  chanc'd  three  da:mons,  fiends,  or  witches. 
Ambition,  vanity,  and  riches, 
Walk'd  out  one  evening  bright,  and. fair. 
To  breathe  a  little  country  air  ; 

■■''''■ ^„a 
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And,  as  old  Nick  would  have  it,  found 
This  foul-enchanting  fpot  of  ground. 
Where  happy  hurtjands,  happy  wives, 
Enjoy'd  the  moft  delicious  lives ; 
And  refolv'd  to  buy,  or  hire, 
A  vacant  cottage  of  the  'fqinre. 

They  came,  they  fettled  ;  fcoth'd,  careil. 
Politely  treated  every  gue:l. 
And,  with  a  world  of  pains  and  labours, 
Le^lur'd  their  fimple-minded  neighboarr. 
"  My  worthy  friends !  i:\ys  Wealthy  behold 
The  fplendor  of  almighty  gold  I 
Thefe  guineas  here,  thefe  brilliant  thing?. 
Which  bear  the  image;  of  kings. 
Within  their  little  orbs  contain 
Fair  pleafure's  ever-iiniing  train. 
And  can  to  ev'ry  Avain  difpenfe 
Wit,  fpirit,  virtue,  lafle,  and  fbnfe. 
Who  but  a  fool  vvcu'd  wed  a  Pliiljls, 
Whofe  only  portion  is  her  li;lies  r 
For  ever  doom'd,  in  life's  low  fhade. 
To  ply  the  mercenary  fpade. 
Till  feme  difeafe,  vvhofe  nature  fuch  is 
To  fet  US  on  a  pair  of  crutches. 
Force  you  to  plunder,  beg,  or  fteal 
From  charity  an  humble  meal ; 
And  fend  your  age,  for  want  of  vittle. 
To  a  poor  alms-hcufe,  or  the  fpittle. 
Be  w.(e,  and,  when  ycu  mean  to  wed, 
Tcorn  t'le  fair  fcrics  cf  white  and  red  ; 

Vol.  LXV.  T  Anl 
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And  court  the  nymph  whofe  genial  charms. 

Rich  as  the  fruits  upon  her  farms, 

WUl  pour  upon  your  daily  toil 

Abundant  floods  of  wine  and  oil." 

Ke  faid — Ambition  then  began 

About  the  dignity  of  man;  ^ 

He  rallied  all  their  groves,  and  fp rings. 

And  finely  talked  of  queens,  and  kings : 

It  was,  he  thought,  a  want  of  grace 

To  mingle  with  the  vulgar  race  ; 

for  fouls  made  up  of heav'nly  f.re 

Are  form'd  by  nature  to  afpire. 

He  told  them  that  a  Well-born  wife 

Ennobled  every  joy  of  life. 

Without  a  patent  gave  her  dear 

Th'  importance  of  a  Britifh  peer  ; 

Perhaps  might  to  a  prince  ally  him. 

And  make  him  coufih  to  old  Priam. 

While  thus  the  nends,  with  wily  art. 
Adroitly  Hole  upon  the  heart. 

And  with  their  complaifance,  and  tales. 
Had  ruin'd  more  than  half  the  males. 

Gay  Vanity,  with  fmiles,  and  kifies. 
Was  bufy  'mongft  the  maids  and  mifTes. 

**  My  dears  !  fays  fhe,  thqfe  pretty  faces 

Speak  you  the  filters  of  the  graces  : 

Immortal  Venus  wou'd  be  vain 

To  have  you  in  her  court,  and  train. 

hat  fure,  methinks,  it  fomething  odd  is. 

That  beauties  who  can  match  a  goddefs 

Shou'd 
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Shou'd  give  their  more  than  mortal  charms 
To  a  dull  ruftic's  joylefs  arms, 
A  meer  unanimated  clod. 
As  much  a  lover  as  a  God. 
O  let  thofe  eyes,  which  far  outfhine 
The  brighteft  fapphires  of  the  mine. 
Their  precious  orbs  no  longer  roll 
On  fellows  without  wealth,  or  foul  : 
But  fly,  my  charmers  !  fly  the  wretches. 
Dame  nature's  firfl  mifhapen  flietches. 
Fly  to  the  world  where  lords  and  'fquires 
Are  warm'd  with  more  ethereal  fires  ; 
Where  pleafure  each  gay  moment  wings. 
Where  the  divine  Mingotti  fmgs  : 
So  Ihall  each  all- commanding  fair 
Have  her  two  pages,  and  a  chair. 
Fine  Indian  tiffues,  Mechlin  laces. 
Rich  eflTences  in  china  vafes, 
And  rife  on  life's  exalted  fcene 
With  all  the  fpbndor  of  a  queen." 
She  fpoke,  and  in  a  trice  pofleft 
The  empire  of  the  female  breaft  : 
And  now  the  viiionary  maids 
Difdain'd  their  Ihepherds,  and  their  Ihades  ; 
In  every  dream  with  rapture  faw 
Three  footmen,  and  a  gilt  landau  ; 
Aflum'd  a  fine  majeftic  air. 
And  learnt  to  ogle,  fvvim,  and  fi;are» 
No  longer  beam'd  the  modell  eve. 
No  longer  heav'd  the  melting  f;gh. 

T  3  Negleaed 
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Negle£led  Love,  whoie  blunted  dart!  c-iloi  i 
Scarce  once  a  year  could  wound  a  hearts 
Hung  up  his  quiver  on  a  yew. 
And,  fighing,  from  the  world  withdrew.: 

However,  as  the  wheel  of  life  :^       ■. ..;;  , 
Subfifted  ftill  in  man  and  wife^-aq  itioy  ^o  >.: 
Th' aforefaid"  fiends,  for  reafons  gowiiJ^';^    :A 
Coupled  the  fexes  as  they  cou'd.      v="-"  ^:i5i:    ^ 
For  inftance— Women  made  fbr  thrones  ]^  avj;., 
Were  match'd  with  ideots,  fots,  and  dronifeSf £'!.b:;  ■ 
And  wits  were  every  day  difgrac'd  nsbfrti  >.-> 

By  honeys  without  fenfe,  or  talld-:  ;  fi  ::-■  aarflxw  ilo'/ 
Gay  libertines  of  fixty-five,  ^-  ,b';0  t^ov  b'ntBjdO 
With  fcarce  a  fingle  limb  alive,  y  -  fcnfidSarf  lyoY 
Had  young  coquettes  juft  in  their  tecn^;:.'!  iH;^ira  l-C'^ 
As  wanton  as  CircafTia's  queens  ;  ql  Jo  nfijir  ..--. 

And  youths,  whofe  years  were  fcarce  a  fcCWi  b  flo¥< 
Were  pair'd  with  nymphs  of  fixty-four.        ■  ^uq  s  n/ 
Matters,  in  ftiort,  were  fo  contriv'd^>v   /m  ^ooj  aoY 
The  men  were  moll  divinely  wiv'd ;    ''--*5i  ooy  bsH 
The  women  too,  to  grace  their  houfes,       .i>:>t  b'aoW 
Were  bleft  with  moft  accomplilh'd  fpoufes.v'^fiS"'--  ^ 
In  two  Ihort  months,  perhaps  in  one,  :  '^\^^^  "^  -J  • 
Both  fexes  found  thcmfelves  undone,  '  ''"*^^«^  y«s  ^' 
And  came  in  crouds,  with  each  an  hafteri^  ?-£^iq  -    • 
To  hang  poor  Hymen  on  his  altar.  '  ^"'*^  •**  "-'^' 

The  God,  tho'  arm'd  but  with  his  torch,"/  "'^''  ^''•' 
Intrepid  met  thcin  in  the  porch  ;  ''  "''  *''-'  ^^ 

And,  while  they  heaor;  brawl,  and  bullyi'  -b^Ji^Ia^''' 
Harangu'd  iliem  with  the  eaf;  of  Tully.        "'•'" ' 
""'"'  "  Good 
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*'  Good  folks !  fays  he,  it  gives  me  pain 
To  hear  you  murmur,  and  complain,  oisafe 

When  every  barber  in  the  town  r  ,-,,14' 

Know*  that  the  fault  is  all  your  own. 
Seduc'd  by  {how,  mifled  by  wealth, 
Regardlefs  of  your  peace,  and  health. 
Panting  for  feathers,  whims,  and  falhions».j^ioi£*/i'y 
You  left  plain  nature's  genuine  paflion^,  jj)  fcolqoo" 
And  gave  up  all  your  real  joys>-nD',v  .oonf-fl.ii  n-^ 
As  Indians  fell  their  gold  for  toys.    -  .,•  i*ri3j£fn  siiW 
You,  madam  !  who  was  pleas'd  to  fij^  nr/t  --nw  baP. 
Your  wifhes  on  a  coach  and  fix,     '  orliiw  zv  .nodi  ^5 
Obtain'd  your  end,  and  now  you  find^  'ajrijigdil  (s^ 
Your  hufband  otight  to  ride  behind  j  tfl  &  '^0iB6l  dliW 
You  might  have  had,  without  offenq?icc->  «;niio v  h^H 
A  man  of  fpirit,  foul,  and  fenfe,  -. -r,'/>? 

Wou'd  you  have  iloop'd  to  take  the  aij 
In  a  plain  chariot  and  a  pair.     ^    ;  i:,.v  ,      f~  iit,v 
You  too,  my  venerable  fage !      j^  tv.i^    v    -lajjfiM 
Had  you  reflefted  on  your  age,  ,-n  3HT 

Wou'd  fcarce  have  took,  to  be  undone,         .lOv/gilT 
A  fprightly  girl  of  twenty-one.  .,  ^i^^i  5,^, . 

Your  ladylhip  difdain'd  to  hear 
Of  any  hulband  but  a  peer; 
"Was  pleas'd  your  angel-form  to  barter 
For  a  blue  ribbon  and  a  garter  : 
And  now,  magnificently  great. 
You  feel  the  wretchednefs  of  ftate  ; 
Negleftcd,  injur'd,  fpurn'd,  and  poor,  ^s^ 

rhe  vidim  of  an  opera  whore. 

T  3  Your 
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Your  neighbour  there,  the  wealthy  cit. 

Like  you  is  raiierably  bit : 

Too  proud  to  drag  the  nuptial  chain 

With  the  grave  nymphs  of  Folier-lane, 

He  married,  fuch  his  fatal  aim  was, 

A  lady  Charlotte,  from  St.  James's  ; 

And  now  fapports,  by  fcores,  and  dozens. 

His  very  honourable  coufins. 

And  entertains,  with  wine  and  cards. 

Half  the  gay  colonels  of  the  guard  . 

Away,  ye  triHers  i  bear,  endure 

AfHiftions  which-ye  cannot  cure  ; 

At  lea!l  with  dscoicv  conceal 

The  paigs  your  foEies  make  you  feel, 

in  hopes  that  feme  obliging  fever 

Will  eafe  you  of  your  dears  for  ever.'* 

The  crowd  difinifs'd — the  God  began 
To  mufe  upon  a  bettier  plan  : 
He  faw  that  things  grew  worfe  and  worfe. 
That  marriage  was  become  a  curfe  ; 
And  therefore -thought  it  jcft  and  wife  was 
To  reftify  this  fatal  bias. 
And  in  a  tall-^lefs  vvorld  exci;e 
Due  rev'rence  for  his  holy  rite. 
F  jU  of  his  fch&ffie  he  went  one  d&y 
'0  a  lone  cottage  ki  a  (haw, 

V.'here  dwelt  a  nymph  of  ftrong  and  fhrewd  fenfe. 
Known  by  the  name  of  Gammer  Prudence, 
V/hcm  Hymen,  with  a  bow  and  bufs, 
Adiisfi'd  raoli  ebqcently  th«. 

**  Goody  J 
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"  Goody  !  I've  order'd  Love  to  go 
This  evening  to  the  world  below  ;  X 

He  travels  ^  a  coach  and  fparrows,  T 

With  a  new  fet  of  bows;  and  arrows :  U 

Eut  yet  the  rogue's  lb  nuuch  a  chiidj.  .  .,  , :  , , ,  Ai 
So  very  whim fical,  and  wild,  oA  ,3«i;hi;fi3 '^bil  A 
His  head  has  fuch  ftrange  fancies  m.iitK(qijl  won-  bnA. 
I  cannot  trull  him  half  a  minute.  -if.'.rrr^f^  vir-  tjfi 
Were  I  to  let  the  little  wanton 

Rove  as  he  lifts  thro'  every  canton,  ,  ,.;,x  i 

Without  a  check,  without  a  rein,  T^^^tA. 

The  world  would  be  undone  again— 
We  foon  ihou'd  fee  the  lawns  and  groves 
Quite  fill'd  with  zephyrs,  fighs,  and  dov&s. 
With  am'rous  ditties,  fairy  dances. 
Such  as  v/e  read  of  in  romances ; 
Where  princes  haunt  the  lonely  rocks. 
And  ducheffes  are  feeding  flock*. 
Go  then,  my  venerable  dame ! 
And  qualify  his  idle  flame ; 
Inftru6l  thofe  hearts  his  arrows  list. 
To  pauf^,  and  have  a  little  wit  : 
Bid  them  refleft,  amidft  their  heat, 
'Tis  neceflTary  Love  fhould  eat ; 
That  in  his  moft  ecftatic  billing 
He  poflibly  may  want  a  fhiliing. 
Perfuade  them,  ere  they  firft  engage. 
To  iUidy  temper,  rank,  and  age. 
To  march  beneath  my  holy  banners. 
Congenial  in  their  taftesantl  mannsr?,  ..-^   :.^.:^  ^  ■  A 
T  4  Completirg 


i8o  CAWTHORN'«    POEMS. 

Gompletlng  juft  as  heav'n  defign'd. 
An  union  both  of  lex  and  mind." 

He  faid — he  preft'd — the  matron  maid. 
Benevolent  of  heart,  obey'd  ; 
Forfook  her  folitary  grove. 
And,  waiting  in  the  train  of  Love, 
Watc?:'d  with  the  fober  eye  of  truth  n  A 

The  workings  ofmifguided  youth:  -n  jr.  rt^J 

And  when  the  heart  tegan  to  figh,    .       ,,..    j,fiiii>sR3>?. 
To  melt,  to  heave,  to  bleed,  t(?  di^»i?  &  nosa  ^nitf  o1 
She  whifper'd  man.y  a  wife  remark 
With  all  the  dignity  of  Clark — 
Bhe  hop'd  the  ladies,  in  their  choice. 
Would  liften  to  her  awful  voice  : 
She  begg'd  the  men,  while  yet  their  lives 
Were  free  from  fevers,  plagues,  and  wives. 
Ere  yet  the  chariot  was  befpoke. 
To  paufe  before  they  took  the  yoke.— • 
In  fhort,  when  Cupid's  lucky  darts 
Had  pierc'd  a  pair  of  kindred  hearts. 
And  Goody  Prudence  lik'd  the  houfes, 
Eftates,  and  minds,  of  both  the  fpoufes. 
And  found,  exad  to  form  and  law. 
The  fettlement  without  a  flaw. 
She  frankly  gave  them  leave  to  wed. 
And  fandtified  the  nuptial  bed. 

Th'  event  was  fuch,  the  God  became 
Succefsful  in  his  trade,  and  fame ; 
For  both  the  parties,  on  their  marriage, 
improv'd  in  temper,  fenfe,  and  carriage  ; 

Fair 
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Fair  friendfnip  ray'd  «n  either  hreaft  ' 
The  funfliine  of  content,  and  reft. 
Studious  each  other's  will  to  pleafe. 
And  blefs'd  with  affluence  and  eafe,  " 
Without  .vexation,  words  or  ftrife,      '  * 
They  calmly  walk'd  the  road  of  life; 
And,  happy  in  their  fondeft  joys. 
Left  a  fine  group  of  girls  and  boys, 
Jleflefting,  lively,  coo],  and  fage. 
To  fhine  upon  a  future  age. 
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THE 

VANITY   OF  HUMAN  ENJOYMENTS : 

AN    ETHIC    EPISTLE 

T    O      T    H    E 

RIGHT     HON.    GEORGE     LYTTELTON,  ES<^  AFTER- 
WARDS  LORD    LYTTELTON,    ONE    OF   THE    LORDS 

OF   HIS   majesty's  treasury,  MDCCXLIX. 

I  GRANT  it,  Lyttelton  !   that  eafe,  or  joy. 
Forms  ev'ry  wifh  that  glows  beneath  the  (ky  j 
That  when,  'mid  nature's  elemental  ftrife, 
Th'  Almighty  fpoke  the  Chaos  into  life. 
He  meant  that  man,  of  ev'ry  good  poffeft, 
Shou'd,  like  his  Seraphs,  live  but  to  be  bleft. 

Yet,  fpite  of  heav'n,  and  heav'n's  fupreme  decree. 
We  fondly  wander,  truth  !  from  blifs,  and  thee  ; 
Tallelefs  of  all  that  virtue  gives  to  pleafe, 
For  thought  too  active,  and  too  mad  for  eafe ; 
Of  feeling  exquiiite,  alive  all  o'er. 
With  ev'ry  paffon  wing'd  at  ev'ry  pore  ; 
To  each  foft  breeze,  or  vig'rous  blall  refign'd. 
That  fweeps  the  ocean  of  the  human  mind. 
We  flip  our  anchors,  fpread  the  impatient  fail, 
fly  all  our  oars,  and  drive  before  tke  gale. 

Hrnce, 
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Hence,  as  opinion  wakes  our  hopes  or  fears. 
As  pride  infpirits,  or  as  anger  tears, 
Thefe  on  the  wings  of  moonftruck  madnefs  fly 
To  catch  the  meteors  of  ambition's  fky  ; 
Thofe,  in  pale  wifdom's  humbler  garb  array'd. 
Court  the  foft  genius  of  the  myrtle  fhade.; 
While  others,  as  the  plafHc  atoms  pour      ■  -^ 
More  brilliant  vifions  on  each  killing  hour. 
From  fcepter'd  life^  and  all  its  pomps  retire. 
Or  fet,  like  Phaeton,  the  world  on  fire. 

Oft  the  fame  man,  in  one  revolving  fun. 
Is  all  he  aims  at,  all  he  longs  to  fhun  ; 
Each^ay  delufion  Ihares  his  breaft  by  turns. 
With  av'rice  chills  him,  or  with  grandeur  burns  : 
To-day  the  gilded  fhrines  of  honour  move, 
To-miOrrow  yields  his  ev'r)'  pulfe  to  love  ; 
Now  mad  ibr  wifdoni,  now  for  wit,  and  fport. 
This  hour  at  Oxford,  and  the  next  at  court :  -  -i- 

Then,  all  for  purity,  he  bids  adieu  ^ 

To  eich  loofe  goddefs  of  the  midnight  flew, 
Enraptur'c^  hangs  o'er  Sherlock's  labour'd  page. 
Drinks  all  his  fer.fe,  and  glows  with  all  his  rage. 
Till  feme  enormous  crimes,  unknown  before. 
From  Rome  imported,  or  the  Cafpian  fhore,  :  -1 

Nur^'d  by  thy  hand,  great  Heidegger  !  attend. 
And  link  him  to  a  mohock,  or  a  fiend. 
In  OBS  fnort  fpace  thus  wanton,  fober,  grave, 
A  friend  to  virtus^  yet  to  vice  a  iiave. 
From  wifh  to  wifh  in  life's  mad  vortex  toft. 
For  ever  ftp.iggUng,  yet  for  ever  lo/l. 

The 
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The  fickle  wand*rer  lives  in  cvVy  fcene, 
A  Clark>  a  Chartres,  or  an  Aretine, 

There  are,  *ris  true,  plebeian  fouls  array  *<f 
In  one  thick  cruft  of  apathy,  and  fliade,     ., ;  [^^  ntsrt  W 
Whofe  dull  fenforiums  feel  not  once  an  ^^t^^fij  yp 
A  fpirit  brighten,  or  a  paflion  rage.  .jjsyQ  rsib  Ik 
As  the  fwift  arrow  (kirns  the  vjewlefs  vnniigf  gg    3,^ 
No  path  indented,  and  no  mark  behind,    -  ^^„  ~  4 
So  thefe,  without  or  infamy  or  praife. 
Tread  ihe  dull  circle  of  a  length  of  days. 
To  fome  poor  fepulchre  in  fUence  glide, 
Jind  fcarcely  tell  us  that  they  liy'd,  or  died. 

Peace  to  all  fuch — but  he  whofe  warm  defire* 
Or  genius  kindles,  or  ambition  lires  ; 
Who,  like  a  comet,  fweeps  th'  aerial  void 
Of  wit  and  fame,  too  fine  to  be  enjoy'd  ; 
For  him  the  mufe  ftiall  wake  her  ev'ry  art, 
.Exhibit  truth,  and  open  all  the  heart, 
.Difplay  th'  unnumber'd  ills  that  hourly  wait 
The  cells  of  wifdom,  or  the  rooms  of  ftate  : 
Then,  as  o'er  life's  unfolding  fcenes  w&  fly, 
.Bid  all  his  wifhes  pant  but  for  the  &y^  ttcv  nasa  •  'iflT 

Heroic  glory  in  the  martial  fcene,.  .  ^.  ?..,,hj  b'oiai^ 
Jrom  Rome's  firlt  Csefar  to  the  great  Eugene,^^  ^^p^ 
Has  long  engrofs'd  the  poet's  heav'ji-born  fiame,,,  j^y 
And  pour'd  her  triumphs  thro'  the  trump  of  famei.^'j* 
She  mounts  the  neighing  fteed,  th'  imperial  catj^^ji^ 
Grafps  the  pale  fpear,  and  xulhes  to  the  war  ;  y'j-  i^p^ 
Beneath  her  fteps  earth's  trembling  orb  recedes,,,^^  -j^ 
A  Poitiers  thunders,  and  a  Creffy  blteds :       ■  i^g  ^^a 

"  The 
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The  battle  raves—  around  her  fabre  flow 
Terrific  pleafures,  and  a  pomp  of  woe  ; 
Pomps  ever  loft  in  peace,  and  but  ador'J 
When  half  a  nation  fmokes  upon  her  fword. 

Fly  then,  ye  Genii !  from  the  tumult  fly. 
To  all  that  opens  in  a  rural  iky  : 
There,  as  the  vale,  the  grove,  the  zephyrs  pour 
Each  purer  rapture  on  the  gujltlefs  hour. 
From  ev'ry  fhrub  content's  foft  foliage  glean. 
And  rife  the  Platos  of  the  vernal  fcene. 

And  is  it  fo  ?  Does  fcience  then  poffefs 
Alone  the  godlike  privilege  to  blefs  ? 
Will  fame  her  wreaths  to  moral  wifdom  yield. 
And  give  the  pen  to  blaze  above  the  fhield  ? 
Say,  does  fair  blifs  delight  in  Maudlin's  gfove. 
In  Stanhope's  villa,  or  in  Young's  alcove  ? 
Deigns  Ihe  on  Seeker's  modeft  page  to  fhine  ? 
Or  beams  the  goddefs,  Lyttelton  !  on  thine  ? 

Aflc  at  yon  tomb,  where  Cudworth's  mighty  name 
Weeps  o'er  the  ruins  of  his  wit,  and  fame  ; 
Cudworth,  whofe  fpirit  flew,  with  fails  unfurl'd,    '^   "'/' 
Thro'  each  vaft  empire  of  th'  ideal  world,  ^^a  MiX 

Pierc'd  thro'  the  myftic  fhades  o'er  nature  thrown. 
And  made  the  foul's  immenfity  his  own. 
Yet  tho'  his  fyftem  wit  and  fcience  fir'd, 
Tho'  Wilmot  trembled,  and  tho'  Hobbes  expir'd, 
Miftaken  zeal,  mad  bigotry  confpire. 
All  Turner's  dullnefs,  and  air  Oxford^s  fire,  '^' 

All  envy's  poifons,  all  a  nation's  rage, 
And  all  hell's  imps  to  blaft  th'  unfinifh'd  page. 

Much 
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Much-injur'd  fhade,  to  truth,  to  virtue  dear,— 
Be  calm,  ye  witlings  !  and,  ye  zealots  !  hear  : 
And,  while  this  bright  intelligence  pervades 
Th'  ideal  world,  and  rifes  o'er  the  Ihades, 
His  mines  of  wifdom,  if  you  can,  explore. 
Then  fhut  the  volume,  and  be  vain  no  more. 

Genius,  and  Taftc,  alas !  too  often  prove 
The  word  of  mifchiefs  to  the  wretch  they  love  5 
Born  but  to  vex,  to  torture,  to  deftroy. 
Too  wild  for  ufe,  too  exquifite  for  joy  ; 
By  fome  myfterious  curfe  ordain'd  to  know 
Each  wit  a  rival,  and  each  fool  a  foe. 
For  'tis  a  crime  too  great  to  be  forgiv'n, 
A  giant  fiu  that  bars  the  gate  of  heav'n. 
If  thefe  meridian  funs  but  dare  to  Ihine 
In  the  fame  orb  with  Gibber's  mufe  and  mine. 

Yet,  fpite  of  envy,  fcience  might  be  great. 
Could  fcience  but  allow  her  fons  to  eat  : 
Could  he,  whofe  name  along  the  ftream  of  time 
Expanded  flies,  and  lives  in  ev'ry  clime, 
ExaU  his  fpirits  with  fome  nobler  fare 
Than  the  thin  breezes  of  St.  James's  air. 

Immortal  Halley  !  thy  unwearied  foul 
On  wifdom's  pinion  flew  from  pole  to  pole, 
Th'  uncertain  compafs  to  its  talk  reftor'd. 
Each  ocean  fathom'd,  and  each  wind  explor'd. 
Commanded  trade  with  ev'ry  breeze  to  fly. 
And  gave  to  Britain  half  the  Zemblian  Iky. 

And  fee,  he  comes,  diflinguifli'd,  lov'd,  carefl:, 
Mark'd  by  each  eye,  and  hugg'd  to  ev'ry  breaft  ; 

His 
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His  godlike  labours  wit  and  fcience  fire. 
All  faftions  court  him,  and  all  fefts  admire  : 
While  Britain,  with  a  gratitude  unknown 
To  ev'ry  age  but  Nero's  and  our  own, 
A  gratitude  that  will  for  ever  Ihame 
The  Spartan  glory,  and  th'  Athenian  name  — 
Tell  it,  ye  winds !  that  all  the  world  may  hear— • 
Bleft  his  old  age  with— ninety  pounds  a  year. 
Are  thefe  our  triumphs  }  thefe  the  fums  we  give 
To  ripen  genius,  and  to  bid  it  live  ? 
Can  Britain  in  her  fits  of  madriefs  pour 
One  half  her  Indies  on  a  Roman  whore. 
And  ftill  permit  the  weeping  mufe  to  tell 
How  poor  neglefted  Defaguliers  fell  ? 
How  he,  who  taught  two  gracious  kings  to  view 
All  Boyle  ennobled,  and  all  Bacon  knew. 
Died  in  a  cell,  without  a  friend  to  fave. 
Without  a  guinea,  and  without  a  grave  ? 
Pofterity,  perhaps,  may  pay  the  debt 
That  fenates  cancel,  and  that  courts  forget : 
Yet,  ah !  what  boots  it  when  our  bards  expire 
That  earth's  laft  ages  hang  upon  the  lyre  ? 
Can  Middleton  the  duft  of  Tally  raife  ? 
Does  Pompey  liften  in  his  urn  to  praife  ? 
Tell  me  if  Philip's  fon  enjoy  to-day 
Th'  applauding  paean,  or  the  loud  huzza. 
That  Ihcok  pale  Afia  thro'  her  ev'ry  fhore 
When  Porus  fell,  and  freedom  was  no  more  ? 
Yet  tho'  content's  fantaflic  image  flies 
From  the  bright  mirrors  of  the  learn'd  and  wife, 
,j^  Perhaps 


aM          CAWTHORN^s    POEMS. 

Perhaps  the  fair,  too  partial  to  the  great. 
Lives  but  amidft  the  luxuries  of  ftate  : 
Fond  to  inftruft  ambition  how  to  pleafe. 
She  joins  the  pomps  of  majefty  with  eafe. 
For  fakes  the  cottage  to  adorn  the  court. 
Alike  at  Rome,  Vienna,  or  the  Porte. 

Tell  me,  O  Vifier  !  if  th'  imperial  robe 
That  gives  a  flave  to  nod  o'er  half  the  globe. 
Say,  if  yon  crefcent,  by  each  Turk  ador'd. 
The  plume's  proud  fables,  and  the  hallow'd  fword. 
Expand  the  heart,  the  gleams  of  blifs  refine. 
And  make  the  virtues  of  the  bofom  thine  ? 

Ill-fated  wretch  I  to  ev'ry  ftorm  a  flave 
That  caprice  wings,  or  madnefs  bids  to  rave  ; 
For  ever  jealous  of  a  woman's  pow'r. 
For  ever  tjembling  at  the  midnight  hour. 
Thro'  life's  wild  eddies  tofs'd  by  hope  and  fear, 
Rais'd  by  a  fmile,  and  murder'd  by  a  tear  ! 
At  length,  each  wifh  deftroy'd,  each  vifion  fled,. 
The  black  feraglio  fteals  upon  his  bed : 
And  he,  whofe  glories  mingled  with  the  flues. 
Adores  the  bowflring,  licks  the  daft,  and  dies. 

O  !  could  a  king  in  heav'n's  bright  pomps  appear. 
And  make  an  angel  as  he  makes  a  peer ; 
Could  he  command  the  heart  to  beam  as  far 
As  the  foft  radiance  of  the  ducal  ftar ; 
Forbid  one  fad  anxiety  to  glow. 
One  pang  to  torture,  and  one  tear  to  flow  :- 
Fly  then  on  all  the  whirlwind's  rapid  wing. 
To  fteal  a  title,  or  to  bribe  a  firing  ; 

In 
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In  the  full  blaze  of  glory  be  difplay'd. 
And  leave  affliiflion  to  the  vale  and  fhade. 
Yet,  ere  you  go,  ere  proud  ambition  call 
Each  yielding  v.dfli  to  ]\larU,  or  Wliitehall, 
O  paufe — left  virtue  ev'jry  guard  reiign. 
And  the  fad  fate  of  .Pvipgerda  be  thine,     , 

This  glorious  wret&li,. pdylg'd  at.-cnce-to^Ujove- 
A  nation's  wondefj.  jr^jl  ^^nio^',4i;c^'s  I;).ve^  ^ 
Biell  with  each  charq,|o]^tj^.qp^rt;^.a,dn}i^-ej 
Ths  e;race  to  fcften,  and  the  foul  to  J6/e.'    -        ,         ^ 
r  orlook  his  native  bogs  vyitn. proud  ciilda^i..  ,^ 

And,  tho'  a  Dutchman,  role  th|  Piide.pf^^p'ainr    '  '  /' ' 
This  hour  the  pageant  waves  tii'  imperiatroaV    ' 
All  Philip's  empire,  treinbling  at  his  nod  ; 
The  next  difgrac'd  he  flies  to  Britair^s  iile,    " 
And  courts  the  fanlliine  of  a  Walpole's  ?rnfte  ; 
Unheard,  dcfpis'd,  to  fouthern  climes  h.e  fibers. 
And  fhines  again  at  Salle,  and  Algiers, 
Bids  pale  Morocco  all  his  fchemes  adore, 
And  pours  her  thunder  on  th'  Hefperian  fliore  ; 
All  nature's  ties,  all  virtue's  creeds  belied. 
Each  church  abandon'd,  and  each  God  denied,  ' 

Without  a  friend,  a  fepulchre  to  lliield 
His  carcafe  from  the  vultures  of  the- field. 
He  dies,  of  all  ambition's  fons  the  vvorfl. 
By  Afric  hated,  and  by  Europe  curft. 

"  He  earns  his  fate  who  will  for  phantoms  tollj" 
Exclaims  the  goddefs  of  the  mirthful  fmile. 
"  From  wild  ambiiJon,  with  her  every 'care. 
The  fcenes  of  erandeiif ,  and  tBeii  pomps  of  .vvaf,' 
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From  all  a  court's  proud  pageantry  admires, 

AU  fcience  wifhes,  and  all  glory  fires. 

Fly  to  my  arms,  from  fame,  from  anguiih  free. 

And  tafte  a  luxury  of  blifs  with  me. 

For  me  the  genial  fpring,  the  vernal  fhow'r. 

Wake  the  bright  verdure,  and  th'  unfoldirg  £o\v'r  ; 

Arabia's  fweets  in  all  my  moments  fly. 

The  zephyr's  plunf»3ge,  and  the  wing  of  jov. 

Each  richer  viand  that  the  air  provides. 

That  earth  unbofoms,  or  that  ocean  hides. 

All  that  can  nature's  finer  organs  move. 

The  pow'rs  of  mufic,  and  the  folds  of  love. 

To  my  keen  fenfes  are  indulgent  giv'n, 

]n  one  wild  extafy  of  life  and  heav'n. 

"  Yet,  yet,  dear  youth  !   the  fair  er.chantrcfs  fliun. 
To  yield  a  moment  is  to  be  undone  : 
All  Etna's  poifons  mingle  with  her  breath. 
The  feeds  of  ficknefs,  and  the  gales  of  death. 
She  aims  to  ruin,  lives  but  to  beguile. 
And  all  hell's  horrors  brood  beneath  her  fmilc." 

'Tis  thus,  my  Lyttelton  !   that  men  oaiTue 
Each  varied  mode  of  pleafure  but  the  true-  j 
To  ev'ry  vice,  each  luxury  a  prey. 
That  murders  blifs,  and  hurries  life  away. 
Their  headftrong  pafiions  after  phantoms  run. 
And  ftill  miftake  a  meteor  for  a  fun. 

Yet  hearo  ye  wand'rers  !  hear,  while  v/e  impart 
A  light  that  fheds  fair  peace  on  ev'ry  heart  j 
V/hich,  Arillides  !  beam'd  on  thy  exile. 
And  made  a  PvCguIus  'mid  tortures  Imlle. 

Virtue, 
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Virtue,  immortal  virtue  !   born  to  pleafe. 
The  child  of  heaven,  and  the  fource  of  eafe. 
Bids  ev'ry  blifs  on  human  life  attend. 
To  ev'ry  rank  a  kind,  a  faithftil  friend ; 
Infpirits  nature  'midft  the  fcenes  of  toil. 
Smooches  languor's  cheek,  and  bids  fell  want  recoil  ; 
Shines  from  the  mitre  with  unfuUied  rays. 
Glares  on  the  creil,  and  gives  the  liar  to  blaze  ; 
Supports  diRhicHon,  fpreads  ambition's  wing?. 
Forms  faints  oi  queens,  and  demigods  of  kings  ; 
O'er  grief,  opprellion,  envy,  fcorn  prevails. 
And  makes  a  \.ottage  greater  than  Ver failles.. 


U  2  WIT 
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AN     ALLEGORY. 

WHOEVER  looks  on  life  will  fee 
How  ftrangely  mortals  difagree  : 
This  reprobates  what  That  approves. 
And  Tom  diflikes  what  Harry  loves  ; 
The  foldier's  witty  on  the  failor. 
The  barber  drolls  upon  the  taylor ; 
And  he  who  makes  the  nation's  wills. 
Laughs  at  the  doctor  and  his  pills. 

Yet  this  antipathy  we  find 
Not  to  the  fons  of  earth  confin'd  ; 
Each  fchool-boy  fees,  with  half  an  eye. 
The  quarrels  of  the  Pagan  flcy  : 
For  all  the  poets  fairly  tell  us. 
That  gods  themfelves  are  proud  and  jealous ; 
And  v.ill,  like  mortals,  fwear,  and  hedlor. 
When  mellow'd  with  a  cup  of  nectar. 

But  waving  thefe,  and  fuch  like  fancies. 
We  meet  with  in  the  Greek  romances. 
Say,  Ihall  th'  hiftoric-  mufe  retail 
A  little  allegoric  tale  ? 
Nor  ficle  from  Plato's  myllic  tome,  nor 
Tranflated  from  the  vcrfr  of  Homer, 


But 
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But  copied,  in  a  modern  age, 
From  nature,  and  her  faireft  page. 

Olympian  Jove,  whofe  idle  trade  is 
Employ'd  too  much  among  the  ladies, 
Tho'  not  of  manners  mighty  chafle, 
V/as  certainly  a  god  of  ta.le  ; 
Would  often  to  his  fealls  admit 
A  deity,  whofe  name  was  Wit ; 
And,  to  amufe  the  more  difcerning. 
Would  afk  the  company  of  Learning. 

Learning  was  born,  as  all  agree. 
Of  Truth's  half-fiiler.  Memory  j 
A  nymph  who  rounded  in  her  fliape  was 
By  that  great  artift  Efculapius. 

Euphrofme,  the  younger  grace, 
Matchlefs  in  feature,  m.ien,  and  face. 
Who,  like  the  beauties  of  thefe  late  days. 
Was  fond  of  operas,  and  cantatas. 
Would  often  to  a  grot  retire 
To  llll:en  to  Apollo's  lyre  ; 
And  thence  became,  fo  Ovid  writ, 
A  moth-T  to  the  god  of  wit. 

Wit  was  a  ftrange  unlucky  child. 
Exceeding  fly,  and  very  wild  ; 
Too  volatile  for  truth,  or  law. 
He  minded  but  his  top,  or  taw  ; 
And,  ere  he  reach'd  the  age  of  fix. 
Had  play'd  a  thoufand  waggifh  tricks. t— 
Hw  driii'd  a  hole  in  Vulcan's  kettles. 
He  fir.  V.  'd  Minerva's  bed  with  nettles, 

U  3  ClirrL'd 
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Climb'd  up  the  folar  car  to  ride  in't. 
Broke  ofFa  prong  from  Neptune's  trident. 
Stole  Amphitrite'i  fav'rite  fea-knot. 
And  urin'd  in  Aflrea's  tea-pot. 

Learning,  a  lad  of  fober  mien. 
And  half  a  pedant  at  fifteen. 
Had  early  thrown  away  his  corals. 
To  fludy  nature,  and  her  morals  ; 
Was  always,  let  who  would  oppofe  it, 
-Faft  by  Minerva  in  her  clofet ; 
And  while  gay  Wit,  as  black  as  foot  all. 
Was  kicking  up  and  down  a  foot-ball. 
Learning,  with  f  hilofophic  eye, 
Rang'd  ev'ry  corner  of  the  (ky  ; 
•Spent  many  a  play-day  to  unriddle 
The  mufic  of  Apollo's  fiddle  ; 
And,  if  he  ever  chanc'd  to  meet 
His  uncle  Merc'ry  in  the  ilreet. 
Or  on  his  flight,  the  audacious  brat 
-Stopp'd  him  to  afk  of  this  or  that  : 
As  how  the  moon  was  -evanefcent. 
Was  now  an  orb,  and  now  a  crcfcent  ? 
Why  of  the  graces  each  undrejl;  was  ? 
Why  Pallas  never  wore  a  ceilus  ? 
Why  Ceres  reign'd  o'er  corn  and  fallads  ? 
And  why  the  Mufes  dealt  in  ballads  ? 

With  thefe  difcordant  tailes  and  manners. 
And  liiled  uodsr  diff'rent  banners. 
Learning  and  Wit,  as  fays  the  fable, 
Appear'd  at  Jove's  imperial  table, 

A  IK! 
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And  threw  out  all  their  force  and  fire. 
Obedient  to  th'  ethereal  fire. 

Wit,  with  his  fly  fatyric  vein. 
Was  always  fure  to  entertain  : 
He  rallied  with  a  tongus  as  keen 
As  Rab'lais,  or  the  Irifh  Dean  ; 
And  told  his  tale  with  fuch  a  grace. 
With  fuch  an  eye,  and  fuch  a  face. 
As  made  the  nedlar  flow  each  cup  o'er. 
And  fetthe  Synod  in  an  uproar. 

Learning  had  not  the  ikill  to  hit 
The  comic  caft,  and  life  of  Wit : 
With  look  morcfe,  and  aukward  air. 
He  fat  ungraceful  in  his  chair  ; 
With  diffidence  and  blufhes  fpoke. 
And  had  no  relifh  for  a  joke  ; 
5o  that  the  little  urchin  Cupid 
Thought  him  infenfible,  and  llupid  ; 
And  tlcbe,  tho'  a  well-bred  lafs, 
W^ould  fcarcely  offer  him  his  glafs. 

However,  when  the  fprightly  bowl 
Had  thaw'd  the  ice  about  his  foul. 
He  then,  with  majelly,  began 
To  talk  of  letters,  and  of  man  j 
Correft,  fcntenttous,  cool,   fevere. 
He  gain'd  upon  the  attentive  ear, 
Charni'd  all  the  Gods,  but  Wit,  and  Con;     . 
And  that  abufive  cynic,  Momus. 

In  length  of  time,  as  oft  the  cafe  is 
In  many  fublunary  places, 

'        U  4  Thcfc 
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Thefe  demigods  with  jealous  eye 

Began  to  look  a  little  Hiy  ; 

And  oft,  to  wound  each  other's  breaft. 

Let  biF  a  keen  farcailic  jeft. 

Learning,  with  many  a  flroke,  would  hit 

I'he  pert  vivacity  of  Wit ; 

And  Wit  threw  all  his  keenefl  faithc 

On  Learning's  flow,  pedantic  nature. 

It  happen'd  once  when  Jove  had  made 
A  feafl  in  Ida's  holy  fhade. 
And  all  the  Go  is,  whofe  heads  could  bear  it. 
Had  emptied  each  a  fiafk  of  claret ; 
Wit,  who  from  his  celeftial  liquor 
Wagg'd  his  free  tongue  a  little  quicker. 
Began,  with  many  a  bitter  fcoft". 
To  play  hi.-i  brother  Learning  off; 
Afk'd  him  if  yet  his  pains  and  care 
Had  learnt  to  make  the  circle  fqaare  ? 
If  all  his  vifionary  ravings 
Cou'd  weave  brocade  from  v/alr.ut  fliavings  ? 
If  his  mechanic  /kill  cou'd  catch 
Perpetual  motion  in  a  v.^atch  ? 
Or  forge  a  pendulum  endued 
With  power  to  tell  the  longitude  ? 

Learning  had  much  ado  to  fit. 
And  hear  the  petulance  of  "Wit : 
A  ghafdy  palenefs  fpread  his  look. 
His  nerves  with  quick  convulfions  fliook  : 
At  length,  in  accents  loud  and  hio-h, 
Vefuvius  fiaming  in  his  eye, 


He 
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'He  burft "  And  dar'ft  thou,  wayward  chit  ! 

Thou  ideot  God  of  ideoL  Wit  ! 
Untauglit  as  yet  to  know  thy  letters, 
AfFront,  thou  infolent  !   thy  betters  ? 
'Here,  puppy  !  with  this  penny  get 
A  horn-book,  or  an  alphabet ; 
And  fee  if  that  licentious  eye 
■Can  tell  a  great  A  from  an  I  ? 
'i'hrovv'  but  another  jefl:  on  me, 
I'll  lay  thee,  mifcreant !  on  my  knee. 
And  print  fuch  welks  thy  naked  feat  orv. 
As  never  truant  felt  at  Eton. 

Wit,  with  refentment  raving  wild^ 
Thus  calPd  an  ideot  and  a  child. 
Without  preambles,  or  excufes, 
S^iz'd  upon  Mercury's  caduceus. 
And  with  fach  force  the  weapon  throws^ 
Jt  flatted  half  his.  rival's  nofe  : 
While  he,  Minerva's  boaih  and  care, 
Pluck'd  a  large  bodkin  from  her  iioir. 
And  aim'd  the  fieely  pointed  dare 
Vv'ith  fuch  dexterity  of  art. 
That,  had  not  beauty's  lovely  qr.cen, 
•Fair  Venus,  fpread  her  fan  betv/ecn. 
And  taught  the  flying  death  to  fix 
Guiltlefs  among  the  iv'ry  iticks. 
Wit's  future  triumphs  had  been  o'er> 
And  Europe  heard  his  name  no  more. 

Jove,  who  had  no  fupreme  delight  in 
Domeftic  brawls,  or  civil  fighting,    ' 

Since 
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Since  firfl  he  heard  the  nuptial  tune  flow 
So  fvveetly  from  the  tongue  of  Juno, 
Vex'd  that  thefe  two  illiberal  guefts 
•Should  dare  to  violate  his  feafts. 
In  a  tremendous  fit  of  choier, 
Seiz'd  both  their  worfliips  by  the  collar. 
And,  minding  not  their  meek  fubmitting, 
Kick'd  them  from  Ida  dx)wn  to  Britain. 

Poor  Learning  had  the  luck  to  fall 
Plump  ia  the  area  of  Clare-hall, 
Juft  as  old  Wilcox,  from  a  flope. 
Was  gazing  thro'  his  telefcope. 
To  find  a  comet  whofe  bright  tail  is 
Eccentric  from  the  time  of  Thales. 
Pleas'd  with  his  fcientlfic  lock. 
He  fent  him  firft  to  Sam  the  cook  ; 
And  having  fiU'd  his  empty  belly 
With  mutton-broth,  and  meagre  jelly. 
Gave  him  a  robe  of  flcek  prunella. 
And  very  wifely  made  him  fellow. 

Wit,  as  his  deiliny  decrees, 
Dropp'd  in  the  court  of  Common-Pleas, 
Upon  a  trufs  of  briefs  and  bills. 
And  took  the  ihape  of  juftice  Willes  : 
But  foon  obfervlng  round  the  columns 
Reports  in  half  a  thoufand  volumes ; 
And,  finding  all  thcfe  earth-worm  fculs 
Who  hold  th'  exchequer,  or  the  rolls. 
He  left  the  law,  and  all  its  drudges. 
With  carfes,  to  my  lords  the  judges. 


Call'd 
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Call'd  for  a  coach,  and  went  to  dwell 
At  Robin  Dodfley's  in  Pall-MalL 

'Twas  right-  for  now  where-e'er  he  came 
He  bulled  all  the  tongues  of  fame  ; 
Was  welcome  to  the  feftal  board. 
And  had  his  footman,  and  his  lord; 
Would  often  viiit  in  a  chair 
The  noble  Stanhope  in  May-fair  ; 
Or  dine,  when  bafmefs  would  permit. 
With  that  great  ftatefman  WiUiam  Pitt. 
'Tis  faid  too  he  was  fometim.es  feen 
On  Garrick's  vifionary  fcene  : 
But  Garrick,  who  prefers  a  guinea 
To  all  the  eloguence  of  Pliny, 
Obferving  this  unlucky  railer 
Was  neither  mechanlft  nor  taylor  ; 
That  half  the  audience  of  the  day 
Came  not  to  hear,  bat  fee,  a  play  ; 
That  many  a  fquire,    and  many  a  cit, 
"Were  pleas'd  with  any  thing  but  V/it ; 
Shut  out,  with  much  indecent  rage. 
The  genius  of  the  comic  ftage. 
And  opcn'd  his  theatric  inn 
To  Scaramouch,  and  Plarlequin. 

Learning  v/ould  fometimes  drop  his  gown. 
And  take  a  winter-jaunt  to  town  ; 
Often  call'd  in  at  Hitch's  fl"-op. 
And  din'd  at  Lolly's  on  a  chop  ; 
On  Thurfday  met  the  grave  refort 
Of  fpider  merchants  in  Crane-court-, 

To 
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To  rack  a  cockle,  or  to  fee 

The  nice  diffeftion  of  a  flea  : 

But  having  never  chanc'd  to  wear 

A  bag-wig  or  a  folitaire. 

And  dreiTing  in  a  kerfey,  thicker 

Than  that  v/hich  deaths  a  Cornifii  vicar. 

He  feldom  had  the  luck  to  eat 

In  Berkley-fquare,  or  Grofvenor-ftreet. 

'Twas  written  in  the  book  of  fate, 
Thefe  rivals  fhould  each  ether  hate  ; 
No  wonder  then  thaC  each  proud  imp  was 
As  wayward  here  as  on  Olympus. 
Wit  look'd  on  Learning,  as  he  grew  great, 
Juil  as  a  felon  looks  on  Newgate  : 
While  Learning,  who  -could  never  hide 
His  haughty  academic  pride. 
Had  fuch  a  keen  contempt  for  Wit, 
He  call'd  him  nothing  but  the  chit  ; 
And,  if  he  met  him  at  noon-day. 
Would  turn  his  face  another  way. 

Hov/ever,  on  feme  feftal  nights 
By  chance  they  both  dropp'd  in  at  '\^'^hlte's 
With  learned  lords,  and  noble  bards, 
V/ho  had  no  appetite  for  cards. 
And  could  decide  v/hene'er  they  met 
Momentous  truths  vvithout  a  bet. 
V/it  with   vivacity  cf  tongue 
Firft  led  th'  admiring  ear  along  ; 
His  fancy  active,  wild,  and  free  as 
Conception  when  (he  breeds  ideas. 

Flew 
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Flew  o'er  each  uadifcover'd  part 

Of  nature,  and  the  worlds  of  art. 

And  brought  with  fuch  a  nice  decorum 

A  group  of  images  before  him. 

So  genuine,  yet  fo  uncommon. 

With  fuch  a  glow  of  tints  upon  'em. 

That  all  was  fpirit,  force,  and  fenfe, 

Loofe  as  the  zone  of  negligence. 

Simple  as  truth's  fair  handmaid  nature,. 

And  deadly  as  the  fting  of  fa  tire. 

Dejecled  Learning  fat  opprefs'd  ; 

Around  him  flew  the  taunt  and  jeft  : 

Whatever  jufl  remarks  he  made. 

Or  to  demonftrate,  or  perfuade. 

Wit,  by  feme  fly  malicious  comment. 

Took  off,  or  routed  in  a  moment. 

However,  when  a  paufe  appear'd. 

And  fober  reafon  could  be  hear'd. 

He  then  in  all  his  thunder  rifes. 

Strips  off  his  rival's  thin  difguifes  ; 

Shews  where  his  mifconceiving  fenfe 

Led  to  a  groundlefs  confequence, 

Miftook  an  error  for  a  wonder, 

A  demonftration  for  a  blunder. 

Or,  having  a  delulive  fcent  got, 

Aifirm'd  the  very  thing  he  meant  not. 

Yet,  after  all,  fince  mirth  and  drinking 

Are  priz'd  above  fedater  thinking, 

Tho'  Learning  got  a  world  of  praife. 

And  added  fplendcr  to  his  bays. 

Their 
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Their  lordfhips,  frighten'd  at  th'  expence 
Of  lilt'ning  to  exalted  fenfe. 
And  deeming  that  the  taint  of  knowledge 
Would  make  the  coffee-houie  a  colleoe, 
Determin'd  in  a  full  committee. 
That  man's  great  end  was  to  be  witty  : 
And  therefore  order'd,  every  foul. 
Wit  fhou'd  be  enter'd  on  the  roil,. 
And  be  allow'd,  to  raife  his  vein, 
A  weekly  prefent  of  champaigne  ; 
That  if  proud  Learning  fhould  prefume 
To  fet  his  foot  within  the  room, 
Arthur  fnould  fliew  him  to  the  door. 
And  bid  the  pedant  come  no  more. 

Learning  thus  kick'd  from  ev'r y  palace. 
And  left  a  victim  to  the  gallows. 
Began  to  fee  that  ikill  in  letters 
Would  ne'er  advance  him  with  his  betters  ; 
That  tho'  he  led  them  thro'  the  dark 
"V^''ith  all  the  lights  of  Locke  and  Clarke, 
And  made  his  heart,  and  head,  and  eyes  ach 
With  reading  nature,  and  Sir  liaac. 
Yet  all  that  wifdom  could  not  be 
Priz'd  like  a  lively  repartee  : 
He  therefore,  in  a  gloomy  fit, 
Rpfolv'd  to  fet  up  for  a  Wit ; 
Bat  found,  alas  !   howe'er  he  dreft  her. 
That  fcience  was  a  wretched  jeflcr  ; 
That  tho*  he  jok'd  from  moon  to  moon. 
He  made  a  very  dull  buiibon  ; 
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For  all  his  jocular  narrations 

Smelt  of  his  algebra  equations. 

And  came  upon  the  tortur'd  ear 

StifF  as  the  periods  of  Bacier. 

Wit,  too,  whofe  excellence  and  merit 

Was  mere  vivacity  of  fpirit, 

Obferving  that  your  graver  folk 

Had  little  value  for  a  joke, 

W'ould  needs,  in  nature's  bcid  defiance^ 

Mount  the  tremendous  chair  of  fcience  ; 

And  dar'd  to  argue  pro  and  con 

As  gravely  as  the  grave  Sorbonne : 

But  wanting  all  that  fine  difcerning 

"V^'hich  marks  the  charafter  of  Learning, 

And  all  the  elemental  rules 

Of  erudition,  and  the  fchools. 

The  gay  profeffor  oft  miftook 

Alike  his  queiHon  and  his  book  ; 

Dropp'd  a  conundrum  out  of  feafon. 

And  jeftcd  when  he  ought  to  reafon. 

Thus  on  the  world's  wild  billows  toU, 
And  half  their  moments  idly  loft, 
Tir'd  of  applaufe,  and  fick  of  llrife. 
They  each  rcfolv'd  to  take  a  wife. 
Learning,  who  often  went  to  fee 
Lady  x'lnne  Bentinck  at  her  tea. 
Met  there  a  maid  as  fair  as  chafte. 
In  life's  full  bloom,  whofe  name  was  Tafte, 
'Twas  then  his  heart  began  to  move 
With  the  firft  tender  throb  of  love. 

And 
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And  often  heav'd,  it  knew  not  why. 
With  fomething  fofter  than  a  figh . 
He  gaz'd,  he  blufh'd,  "he  courted,  prefl,' 
And  was  at  length  completely  blefl: : 
for  fhe,  who  had  not  learnt  to  doat 
On  folly  in  a  fcarlet  coat. 
To  Learning's  blifsful  ariiis  refign'd 
Her  graceful  forna',  and  lovely  mind. 
Wit  too,  wfien  paftthe  fire  of  youth, 
W'as  married  to  the  veflal.  Truth  ; 
A  nymph  whcfe  awful  air  and  mien 
Difplay'd  the  beauty,  and  the  queen. 

Tradition  tells  us,  Kymen  fwore* 
That,  till  this  bright  aufpicious  hour. 
There  never  in  his  holy  houfe  was 
So  fine  a  group  of  noble  fpoufes  ; 
For  both  the  bridegrooms,  en  their  marriage,. 
Improv'd  in  temper,  fenfe,  and  carriage. 
Learning,  his  charming  wife  to  pleafe, 
AfTum'd  her  elegance  and  eafe ; 
And  Wit,  to  humour  Truth,  agreed 
To  paufe,  to  doubt,  refleft,  and  read. 
In  fliort,  they  led  delicious  lives, 
Belov'd,  and  honour 'd  by  their  wives  ; 
And,  happy  in  their  nuptial  duties. 
Each  had  a  progeny  of  beauties, 
Matchlefs  in  feature,  form,  and  parts, 
DilHnguilh'd  by  the  name  of  Arts.' 


A  FATHER'S 
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FATHER'S  EXTEMPORE  CONSOLATION 

ON       THE 

DEATH  OF  TWO  DAUGHTERS, 

WHO    LIVED    ONLY    TWO     DAYS. 


LE  T  vulgar  fouls  endure  the  body's  chain. 
Till  life's  dull  current  ebbs  in  ev'ry  vein. 
Dream  out  a  tedious  age  ere,  v/ide  difblay'd. 
Death's  blacked:  pirjon  wraps  them  in  the  fhade, 

Thefe  happy  infants,  early  taught  to  fhun 
All  that  the  world  admires  beneath  the  fun, 
Scorn'd  the  weak  bands  mortality  could  tie. 
And  fled  impatient  to  their  native  fky. 

Dear  precious  babes  !  —  Alas  !  when,  fondly  Vvild, 
A  mother's  heart  hung  melting  o'er  her-  child. 
When  my  charm'd  eye  a  flood  of  joy  exprefs'd. 
And  all  the  father  kindled  in  my  breaft, 
A  fudden  palenefs  feiz'd  each  guikiefs  face. 
And  death,  tho'  fmiling,  crept  o'er  Q\''vy  grace. 

Vol.  LX\^  X  Nature  ! 
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Nature  !  be  calm — heave  not  th'  impaffion'd  figh. 
Nor  teach  one  tear  to  tremble  in  my  eye. 
A  few  unfpotted  moments  pafs'd  between 
Their  dawn  of  being,  and  their  clofing  fcene : 
And  fure  no  nobler  blefling  can  be  giv'n. 
When  one  fiiort  angidfh  is  the  price  of  heav'n. 


THE 
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A      TALE. 


SOME  Antiquarians,  grave,  and  loyal. 
Incorporate  by  charter  roval, 
Laft  winter,  on  a  Thurfday  night,  were 
Met  in  full  fenate  at  the  Mitre. 
The  pr-efident,  like  Mr.  Mayor, 
MajeiHc  took  the  elbow  chair. 
And  gravely  fat  in  due  decorum 
With  a  fine  gilded  mace  before  him. 
Upon  the  table  were  difr.b.y'd 
A  Britifh  knife  without  a  blade,  ■ 
A  comb  of  Anglo-Saxon  feal, 
A  patent  with  king  Alfred's  feal. 
Two  rufted  mutilated  prongs, 
Suppos'd  to  be  St.  Dunfcan's  tong?. 
With  which  he,  as  the  ftory  goes. 
Once  took  the  devil  by  the  noie. 

Awhile  they  talk'd  of  ancient  modes^ 
Of  manufcripts,  and  Gothic  codes. 
Of  Roman  altars,  camps,  and  urns. 
Of  Caledonian  fliields,  and  churn; : 

X  2  ^^'hether 
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WTicthcr  the  druid  flipt  or  broke 

The  milletoe  upon  the  oak  ? 

It'Heolor's  Ipear  was  made  of  afh  ? 

Or  Agamemnon  wore  a  falh  ? 

It  Cleopatra  drefs'd  in  blue. 

And  wore  her  treiFcs  in  a  queue  ? 
At  length  a  dean  who  underflood 

All  that  had  pah'd  bei'ore  the  Flood, 

And  could  in  half  a  minute  Ihew  ye 

A  pedigree  as  hign  as  Noah, 

Got  up,  and  with  a  folcmn  air 

(Firfl  humbly  bowing  to  the  chair) 

•*  If  aught,  fays  he,  dcferves  a  name 

Immortal  as  the  roll  of  fame. 
This  venerable  group  of  i^gcs 

Shall  fiourilh  in  the  la  tell  ages. 
And  wear  an  amaranthine  crown 
When  kings  and  empires  are  unknown. 
Perhaps  e'en  I,  whofe  humbler  knowledge 
Rinks  me  the  Icweft  of  your  college, 
Mdy  catch  from  your  meridian  day 
At  leaft  a  tranfitory  ray  : 
For  I,  like  you,  thro'  ev'ry  cHme, 
Have  trac'd  the  fi:cp  of  hoary  'J'irne, 
And  gather'd  up  hii  facred  fpoils 
With  more  than  hulf  a  cent'ry'b  toils. 
Whatever  virtue,  deed,  or  name. 
Antiquity  lias  left  to  .^ame. 
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In  every  age,  and  every  zone. 

In  copper,  marble,  wood,  or  Itone, 

In  vales,  flow'r-pots,  lamps,  and  fconccs. 

Intaglios,  cameos,  gems,  and  bronzes, 

Thefe  eyes  have  read  thro'  many  a  cruft 

Of  lacker,  varnifh,  greafe,  and  duft ; 

And  now,  as  glory  fondly  draws 

My  foul  to  win  your  juft  applaufe, 

I  here  exhibit  to  your  view 

A  medal  fairly  worth  Peru, 

Found,  as  tradition  fays,  at  Rome, 

Near  the  Quirinal  Catacomb." 

He  faid,  and  from  a  purfe  of  fatin, 
Wrapp'd  in  a  leaf  of  monkifh  Latin, 
And  taught  by  many  a  clafp  to  join. 
Drew  out  a  dirty  copper  coin. 
Still  as  pale  midnight  when  flie  throv/s 
On  heav'n  and  earth  a  deep  repofe, 
Lofi:  in  a  trance  too  big  to  -fpeak, 
The  Synod  ey'd  the  fine  antique  ; 
Examin'd  ev'ry  point,  and  part. 
With  all  the  critic  fkill  of  art ; 
Rung  it  alternate  on  the  ground 
In  hopes  to  know  it  by  the  found  ; 
Applied  the  tongue's  acuter  fenie 
To  talle  its  genuine  excellence. 
And  with  an  ^inimated  gull 
Lick'd  up  th::  confecrated  rufl : 

X  3  Nor 
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Nor  yet  content  with  what  the  eye 
By  its  own  fun-beams  cou'd  defcry. 
To  ev'ry  corner  of  the  brafs 
They  clapp'd  a  microfcopic  glafs  ; 
And  view'd  in  raptures  o'er  and  o'er 
The  ruins  of  the  learned  ore. 

Pythagoras,  the  learned  fage. 
As  you  may  read  in  Pliny's  page. 
With  much  of  thought,  and  pains,  and  care. 
Found  the  proportions  of  a  fquare. 
Which  threw  him  in  fuch  frantic  fits 
As  almofl  robb'd  him  of  his  wits. 
And  made  him,  awful  as  his  name  was. 
Run  naked  thro'  the  ftreets  of  Samos. 
With  the  fame  fpirits  do£tor  Romans, 
A  keen  civilian  of  the  Commons, 
Fond  as  Pythagoras  to  claim 
The  wreath  of  literary  fame. 
Sprung  in  a  phrenzy  from  his  place 
Acrofs  the  table  and  the  m.ace. 
And  fwore  by  Varro's  fhade  that  he 
Conceiv'd  the  medal  to  a  T. 
*'  it  rings,  fays  he,  fo  pure,  and  chaflgj 
And  has  fo  clafTical  a  tafte. 
That  we  may  fix  its  native  home 
Securely  in  imperial  Rome. 
That  rafcal.  Time,  whofe  hand  pirrloins 
.From .  fcience  half  her  kings  and  coins,' 
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lias  eat,  you  fee,  one  half  the  tale. 
And  hid  the  other  in  a  veil : 
But  if,  thro'  cankers,  ruft,  and  fetters, 
Mifliapen  forms,  and  broken  letters. 
The  critic's  eye  may  dare  to  trace 
An  evanefcent  name,  and  face. 
This  injur 'd  medal  will  appear. 
As  mid-day  funfliine,  bright  and  clear. 
The  female  figure  on  a  throne 
Of  ruftic  work  in  Tibur'  fcone. 
Without  a  fandal,  zone,  or  bcddice. 
Is  Liberty's  immortal  goddefs  ; 
Whcfe  facred  fingers  feem  to  hold 
A  taper  wand,  perhaps  of  gold  : 
Which  has,  if  I  miftake  not,  on  it 
The  Pileus,  or  Roman  bonnet  : 
By  this  the  medallift  would  mean 
To  paint  that  fine  domeftic  fcene. 
When  the  firll:  Brutus  nobly  "gave 
His  fi-eedoni  to  the  worthy  flave." 

When  a  fpefcator  'as  got  the  jaundice. 
Each  objed,  or  by  fea,  or  land,  is 
Difcolour'd  by  a  yellow  hue, 
Tho'  naturally  red,  or  blue. 
1'his  was  the  cafe  with  'fquire  Thynne, 
A  barriiler  of  Lincoln's  Inn, 
Who  never  lov'd  to  think  cr  fpeak 
Of  any  thin^  but  ancient  Greek. 

X  4  In 
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In  all  difputes  his  facred  guide  was 
The  very  venerable  Saidas  ; 
And  tho'  he  never  deign'd  to  look 
In  Salkeld,  Littleton,  or  Coke, 
And  Ilv'd  a  ftranger  .to  the  fees 
And  pradlice  of  the  Common -Pleas  ; 
He  fludied  v/ith  fuch  warmth,  and  awe. 
The  volumes  of  Athenian  law. 
That  Solon's  felf  not  better  knew 
The  legiflative  plan  he  drew  ; 
Nor  coa'd  Demollhenes  withltand 
The  rhetric  of  his  wig,  and  band  ; 
When,   full  of  zeal,  and  Ariftotle, 
And  ilafter'd  by  a  fecond  bottle. 
He  taught  the  orator  to  fpcak 
His  periods  in  correfter  Greek. 

"  Methinks,  quoth-he,  this  little  piece 
Is  certainly  a  child  of  Greece  : 
Th'  .^rugo  has  a  tinge  of  blue 
Exactly  of  the  Attic  hue  ; 
And,  if  the  tafte's  acuter  feel 
May  judge  of  medals  as  of  veal, 
I'll  take  my  oath  the  mould  and  ruft 
Are  made  of  Attic  dew  and  dulL 
Critics  may  talk,  and  rave,  and  fcam. 
Of  Brutus,  and  imperial  Rome  ; 
But  Rome,  in  all  ht-r  pomp  and  blifsj 
:  Ne'er  firuck  fo  fme  a  coin  as  this. 

Ecfides, 
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BefiJes,  tho'  Time,  as  is  his  way. 
Has  eat  th'  infcription  quits  away. 
My  eye  can  trace,  divinely  true. 
In  this  dark  curve  a  little  IVlu  : 
And  here,  you  fee,  there  feems  to  lie 
■"I'he  ruins  cf  a  Doric  Xi. 
Perhaps,  as  Athens  thought,  and  writ 
With  all  the  pow'rs  of  ftyle,  and  wit. 
The  nymph  upon  a  couch  cf  mallows 
Was  meant  to  reprefent  a  Pallas  ; 
And  the  baton  upon  the  ore 
Is  but  the  olive-branch  Ihe  bore." 

He  faid — but  Swinton,  full  of  fire, 
Aflerted  that  it  came  from  Tyre  : 
A  moft  divine  antique  he  thought  it. 
And  with  an  empire  wou'd  have  bought  it. 
He  fwore  the  head  in  full  profile  was 
Undoubtedly  the  head  of  Belus  ; 
And  the  reverfe,  tho'  hid  in  fhade, 
Appear'd  a  young  Sidonian  maid, 
Whofe  treffes,  buikins,  fhape,  and  mien, 
Mark'd  her  for  Dido  at  iixteen  ; 
Perhaps  the  very  year  when  fhe  was 
Firli  married  to  the  rich  Sichaeus. 
The  rod,  as  he  cou'd  make  it  clear. 
Was  nothing  but  a  hunting-fpear, 
V/hich  ail  the  Tyrian  ladies  bore, 
I'o  guard  them  when  they  chac'd  the  boar. 

A  learned 
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A  learned  friend,  he  cou'd  confide  on. 

Who  liv'd  full  thirty  years  at  Sidon, 

Once  fhew'd  him,  'midft  the  feals  and  rings 

Of  more  than  thirty  Syrian  kings, 

A  copper  piece,  in  fhape,  and  fize. 

Exactly  that  before  their  eyes. 

On  which,  in  high  relief,  was  feen 

The  image  of  a  Tyrian  queen  ; 

Which  made  him  think  this  other  dame 

A  true  Phoenician,  and  the  fame. 

The  next,  a  critic,  grave,  and  big. 
Hid  in  a  moll  enormous  wig. 
Who  in  his  manner,  mien,  and  Ihape  was 
A  genuine  fon  of  Efculapius, 
Wonder'd  that  men  of  fuch  difcerning 
In  all  th'  abftrufer  parts  of  learning, 
Cou'd  err,  thro'  want  of  wit,  or  grace. 
So  Ilrangely  in  fo  plain  a  cafe. 

'  *'  It  came,  fays  he,  or  I  will  be  whipt. 
From  Memphis  in  the  I<ower  Egypt. 
Soon  as  the  Nile's  prolific  flood 
Has  fill'd  the  plains  with  flime  and  mud. 
All  Egypt  in  a  moment  fwarms 
With  myriads  of  abortive  worms, 
Whcfe  appetites  would  foon  devour 
Each  cabbage,  artichoke,  and  flow'r. 
Did  not  feme  birds,  with  adlive  zeal. 
Eat  up  whole  miilions  at  a  meal. 
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And  check  the  peft  while  yet  the  year 

Is  ripening  into  ilalk,  and  ear. 

This  bleffing,  vifibiy  divine. 

Is  finely  pcurtray'd  on  the  coin  ; 

For  here  this  line,  fo  faint  and  weak. 

Is  certainly  a  bill,  or  beak  ; 

Which  bill,  or  beak,  upon  my  word. 

In  Hieroglyphics  means  a  bird. 

The  very  bird  vvhcfe  num'rous  tribe  i» 

Diftinguifli  'd  by  the  name  of  Ibis. 

Befides,  the  figure  with  the  wand, 

Mark'd  by  a  fiitrum  in  her  hand. 

Appears,  the  moment  Ihe  is  feen. 

An  Ifis,  Egypt's  boailcd  queen. 

Sir,  I'm  as  fare,  as  if  my  eye 

Had  feen  the  artifc  cut  the  die. 

That  thefe  two  curves,  which  wave,  and  float  thuS;, 

Are  but  the  tendrils  of  the  Lotus, 

Which,  as  Herodotus  has  faid, 

Th'  Egyptians  always  eat  for  bread." 

He  fpoke,  and  heard,  without  a  paufe. 
The  riling  murmur  of  applaufe  ; 
The  voice  of  admiration  rung 
On  ev'ry  ear  from  ev'ry  tongue  : 
-  Aftonilh'd  at  the  lucky  hi;. 
They  llar'd,  they  deify 'd  his  wit. 

But  ah  !  what  arts  by  fate  are  tried 
-^To  vex,   and  humble  human  pride  I 

To 
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To  pull  down  poets  from  Parnafius, 
And  turn  grave  doflors  into  ailes  ! 
For  wh lift  the  band  their  voices  raife 
To  celebrate  the  Sage's  praife. 
And  echo  thro'  the  houfe  convey'd 
Their  psans  loud  to  man  and  maid  ; 
Tom,  a  pert  waiter,  linart,  and  clever, 
A  droit  pretence  who  wanted  never. 
Curious  to  fee  what  caus'd  this  rout. 
And  what  the  doftors  were  about. 
Slyly  llepp'd  in  to  fnuff  the  candles. 
And  afic  whate'er  they  pleas'd  to  want  elfe. 
Soon  as  the  Synod  he  came  near, 
.  Loud  diflbnance  affail'd  his  ear  ; 
Strange  mingled  founds,  in  pompous  flyle. 
Of  Ifis,  Ibis,  Lotus,  Nile: 
And  foon  in  Romans'  hand  he  fpies 
-The  cain,  the  caufe  of  all  their  noife. 
Quick  to  his  fide  he  flies  amain. 
And  peeps,  and  fnufFs,  and  peeps  again. 
And  tho'  antiques  he  had  no  feili  in. 
He  knew  a  fixpence  from  a  fliilling  ; 
And,  fpite  of  ruft,  or  rub,  cou'd  trace 
On  humble  brafs  Britannia's  face. 
Soon  her  fair  image  he  defcries. 
And,   big  with  laughter,  and  furprize, 
He  buru  —  "  And  is  this  group  of  learning 
So  fliort  of  fenfe,  and  plain  difcerning. 

That 
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That  a  mere  halfpenny  can  be 

To  them  a  curioilty  ? 

If  this  is  your  beft  proof  of  fcience. 

With  wifdom  Tom  claims  no  alliance ; 

Content  with  nature's  artlefs  knowledge. 

He  fcorns  alike  both  fchool  and  college.'* 

More  had  he  faid— but,  lo  !  around 
A  Itorm  in  ev'ry  face  he  found  : 
On  Romans'  brow  black  diunders  hung. 
And  whirlwinds  rufh'd  from  Swinton's  tongue  j 
Thynne  lightning  flafh'd  from  ev'ry  pore. 
And  reafon's  voice  was  heard  no  more. 

The  tempeil:  ey'd,  Tom  fpeeds  his  flight. 
And,  fneering,  bids  'em  all  good  night ; 
Convinc'd  that  pedantry's  allies 
May  be  too  learned  to  be  wife. 


END    OF    THE    SIXTY-FIFTH    VOLUME. 
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